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INTRODUCTION* 


rpHE  following  little  book  which  was  first  published  within 
-*-  two  years  of  the  events  which  it  describes,  was  repub- 
lished in  1852,  after  some  revision  by  the  author,  under  the 
title  of  "  The  Days  of  Battle."  It  has  now  been  out  of  print 
for  a  considerable  time,  but  its  merits  as  a  very  graphic  and 
interesting  description  of  those  few  momentous  days  which 
have  left  their  mark  on  English  literature  no  less  than  on 
the  history  of  Europe,  are  sufficient,  it  is  believed,  to  justify 
its  republication  in  a  popular  series. 

Though  it  was  first  published  anonymously  as  a  **  Narra- 
tive of  a  few  days'  Kesidence  in  Belgium  with  some  account 
of  a  visit  to  the  field  of  Waterloo,  by  an  Englishwoman,"  it 
has  so  much  personal  interest  that  the  reader  will,  doubt- 
less, be  glad  to  know  something  of  its  author,  more  especially 
as  she  is  favourably  known  by  other  works,  and  with  other 
members  of  her  family  has  claims  upon  the  memory  of  a 
younger  generation. 

Miss  Charlotte  Anne  Waldie,  the  lady  in  question,  was  born 
28  September,  1788,  and  was  the  second  of  three  daughters 

*  I  have  to  thank  Mr.  C.  O.  Eaton,  J.P.,  of  Tolethorpe  Hall,  Stamford, 
for  his  assistance  in  preparing  this  account  of  his  mother's  various 
writings ;  and  Mr.  George  Hooper,  autlior  of  "  Waterloo,  the  Downfall  of 
the  First  Napoleon,"  for  kindly  revising  the  notes  at  the  end  of  the 
volume. 
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of  George  Waldie,  Esq.,  of  Hendersyde  Park,  near  Kelso, 
Eoxburghshire,  and  Fortli  House,  Newcastle- on-Tyne. 
There  were  also  two  sons,  one  of  whom  is  mentioned  in  the 
following  pages,  but  they  both  died  without  issue.  The 
eldest  daughter,  Maria  Jane,  married  in  1812  Mr.  Eichard 
Griffith,  the  distinguished  civil  engineer,  who  was  appointed 
by  Government  sole  commissioner  for  the  general  valuation 
of  Ireland,  and  was  the  author  of  the  famous  geological  map 
of  that  country.  After  more  than  forty  years  of  arduous 
public  service,  during  a  large  part  of  which  he  was  President 
of  the  Board  of  Works  in  Ireland,  he  was  created  a  baronet ; 
and  his  son,  Sir  George  K.  Waldie-Griffith,  inherited  Mr. 
Waldie's  estates. 

The  youngest  of  the  three  sisters,  Jane,  was  an  accomplished 
painter,  and  her  pictures  are  to  be  met  with  in  many  in- 
stitutions in  the  north  of  England.  She  also  had  consider- 
able literary  talent,  and  wrote  a  work  entitled  "  Sketches 
descriptive  of  Italy,"  which  was  published  in  four  volumes 
in  1820.  She  married  Captain,  afterwards  Admiral,  Watts, 
of  Langton  Grange,  near  Staindrop,  Darlington,  but  un- 
fortunately died  in  early  life. 

Charlotte,  the  sister  with  whom  we  are  chiefly  concerned, 
accompanied  her  brother  and  younger  sister,  as  is  hereafter 
related,  on  a  visit  to  Brussels,  in  June,  1815,  when  it  had 
temporarily  and  hastily  become  the  headquarters  of  the 
army  under  Wellington.  The  allied  forces,  as  every  one 
supposed,  were  to  meet  and  crush  Napoleon,  who  had  just 
returned  from  Elba,  before  he  had  time  to  take  the  offensive. 
But  his  movements  were  more  rapid  than  had  been  anticipated, 
and  the  Belgian  capital,  crowded  with  non-combatants  of  both 
sexes,  instead  of  being  merely  a  point  of  departure,  suddenly 
found  itself  the  central  point  of  the  seat  of  war.  The  pen 
of  Thackeray  has  well  adapted  this  dramatic  situation  to  the 
purposes  of  fiction  ;  but  in  the  following  pages  we  have  the 
circumstances  brought  before  us  with  all  the  vividness  which 
actual  experience  only  can  give.  A  few  weeks  later  the  two 
sisters  visited  the  field  of  Waterloo,  and  a  short  narrative  of 
the  battle  written  by  one,  and  illustrated  by  the  pencil  of 
the  other,  was  published  anonymously  by  Murray,  and 
rapidly  went  through  ten  editions. 
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In  the  course  of  the  next  year  the  two  sisters  rejoined 
their  brother  in  France,  and  went  on  with  him  to  Italy, 
and  it  was  then,  as  explained  in  the  author's  preface,  that 
the  following  account,  which  incorporated  the  previous 
narrative,  made  its  appearance. 

In  1817-18  Miss  Charlotte  Waldie  was  again  in  Italy,  and 
in  1820  published,  still  anonymously,  her  best  known  work, 
"  Eome  in  the  Nineteenth  Century."  *  This  work  gives  the 
result  of  her  own  experience  and  observation,  and  is  written 
in  the  personal  style  which,  when  it  is  combined,  as  in  her  case 
it  is,  with  cultivated  taste  and  sensible  criticism,  is  not  to  be 
equalled  in  interest  by  any  formal  description.  Notwith- 
standing the  many  changes  which  recent  research  and  ex- 
cavation have  wrought  in  the  descriptive  topography  of 
Kome  the  book  is  still  useful  to  travellers,  and  is  largely 
quoted  by  the  latest  popular  writer  on  the  subject."!* 

In  the  same  year  her  sister  published  her  "Sketches  in 
Italy,"  above  referred  to.  Two  years  later  Charlotte  Waldie 
married  Stephen  Eaton,  Esq.,  banker,  of  Stamford,  and  of 
Ketton  Hall,  Eutland.  A  few  years  afterwards  she  published 
a  story  in  three  volumes,  entitled  "  Continental  Adventures." 

Mrs.  Eaton's  last  work,  "At  Home  and  Abroad,"  was 
published  in  1831.  In  1851  she  prepared  a  new  edition,  the 
fifth,  of  "  Eome  in  the  Nineteenth  Century,"  in  two  volumes, 
with  illustrations,  for  Bohn's  Illustrated  Library,  and  in 
1852  she  revised  the  present  work  for  the  same  publisher. 
She  died  on  28  April,  1859,  in  the  seventy-first  year  of 
her  age. 

The  following  reprint  differs  only  from  the  author's  last 
edition  in  respect  to  the  title  and  the  appended  notes.  It 
must  be  remembered  that  the  few  details  of  the  battle  of 
Waterloo  are  based  upon  the  reports  current  at  the  time,  and 
have  since  been  supplemented  or  corrected  in  various  ways.  In 
all  that  came  under  the  writer's  own  observation  there  is  no 
room  for  doubt  as  to  her  correctness,  and  her  picture  of  Brussels 
during  the  days  of  battle  is  corroborated  by  another  account, 
also  by  a  lady  and  an  English  writer,  namely,  the  well-known 

*  The  first  edition  was  published  by  Constable,  Edinburgh ;  a  second 
edition  was  brought  out  by  Murray  in  1826. 

t  See  "  Walks  in  Eome,"  by  Augustus  J.  C.  Hare. 
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Fanny  Burney,  wlio  was  then  tlie  wife  of  General  D'Arblay, 
a  French  officer  in  the  service  of  Louis  XVIII.  Madame 
D'Arblay,  being  unsuccessful  in  an  attempt  to  leave  the  city 
by  canal-boat,  spent  some  weeks  in  Brussels,  but  pre-occupied 
as  she  was  by  the  absence  of  her  husband  she  exercised  less 
observation  on  what  was  going  on  around  her,  and  her 
account  is  far  less  graphic  than  that  of  her  younger  fellow- 
countrywoman.  Nor  did  she  visit  the  field  of  battle,  and 
realize  in  an  equal  degree  the  terrible  penalty  which  war 
exacts  from  victors  as  well  as  vanquished.*  Whilst  military 
glories  are  held  to  be  worthy  of  commemoration,  it  is  fitting 
that  such  details  should  not  be  left  untold.  And  in  truth  the 
campaign  of  Waterloo  has  memories  which  an  Englishman 
cannot  afford  to  lose.  If  a  righteous  and  unselfish  cause  may 
hallow  the  horrors  of  those  days,  it  is  not  well  to  ignore 
them  altogether.  If  a  cool  and  confident  intrepidity  on  the 
part  of  a  leader,  if  daring  disregard  of  life  in  comparison  with 
duty  on  the  part  of  his  officers,  if  resolute  and  patient  endur- 
ance for  hours,  of  rank  and  file,  under  repeated  charge,  or  still 
more  deadly  storm  of  lead — if,  in  short,  courage  and  forti- 
tude, well  employed,  are  virtues  not  yet  out  of  date,  the  tale 
of  Waterloo  should  still  be  told,  and  this  little  book,  genuine 
as  it  is,  has  still  its  testimony  to  add  thereto. 

E.  B. 

*  There  is  another  small  book  published  shortly  before  this, "  A  Visit  to 
Flanders  in  July,  1815,"  by  James  Simpson  (Edinburgh,  1815),  which 
also  gives  an  account  of  the  field  a  few  weeks  after  the  battle.  Miiffling's 
"Passages  from  my  Life,"  and  Kincaird's  "Adventures  in  the  Rifle 
Brigade,"  also  give  some  interesting  details  of  Brussels  on  the  eve  of 
Waterloo. 
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This  little  Narrative  is  the  simple  and  faithful  account 
of  one  who  was  a  spectator  of  the  scenes  she  describes,  and 
a  witness  of  the  events  she  relates,  during  those  days  of 
desperate  conflict  and  unparalleled  victory  which  must  be 
for  ever  memorable  in  British  history,  and  interesting  to 
every  British  heart.  It  was  written  whilst  the  impression 
of  those  eventful  scenes  was  yet  fresh  upon  the  mind  :  and 
the  thoughts  and  feelings  which  such  awful  and  afiecting 
circumstances  were  irresistibly  calculated  to  inspire,  were 
expressed  without  restraint,  in  the  full  security  of  the  sym- 
pathy and  approbation  of  the  partial  friends  for  whose  perusal 
alone  this  Narrative  was  intended. 

During  the  absence  of  the  Author  in  Italy  in  1816,  the 
members  of  her  family  in  England  sent  the  manuscript  to 
the  late  Mr.  Murray,  and  it  was  already  in  the  press  before 
she  received  any  intimation  of  its  intended  publication. 

The  Author  must  be  permitted  most  earnestly  to  disclaim 
all  idea  of  entering  into  competition  with  the  writers  whose 
talents  and  genius  have  been  so  well  employed  in  describing 
the  battle  and  the  field  of  Waterloo.     They  were  not,  how- 
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ever,  like  the  Author,  on  the  spot  at  the  time  ;  they  were 
pilgrims  who  afterwards  visited  the  memorable  scenes  of 
these  glorious  events,  and  wrote  from  report :  they  related 
the  past — she  described  the  present. 

Conscious  of  her  inadequacy  to  a  theme  on  which  all  that 
can  be  said  falls  so  far  short  of  what  must  be  felt ;  impossil)le 
as  it  is  to  do  justice  to  the  achievements  of  that  gallant 
army  who  have  been  the  champions,  the  conquerors,  and 
the  deliverers  of  the  world,  and  to  whom,  under  Heaven, 
Europe  owes  her  security,  and  England  her  glory — the 
writer  yet  ventures  to  hope,  that  the  generous  indulgence 
of  a  British  public  will  be  extended  to  this  humble  attempt 
to  record  the  proofs  displayed  on  those  glorious  "  days  of 
battle,"  of  their  heroic  valour  in  combat,  their  noble  mag- 
nanimity in  victory,  and  their  unshaken  fortitude  in  suffering 
— faintly  and  feebly  as  they  are  described  by 

An  Englishwoman. 


THE  DAYS  OF  BATIXE. 
June  1815. 


On  Saturday,  the  10th  of  June,  1815,  my  brother,  my 
sister,  and  myself,  sailed  from  the  pier  of  Rarasgate  at  three 
in  the  afternoon,  in  company  with  Sir  Neil  Campbell, 
the  celebrated  Knight  of  Elba,  Major  Wylie,  of  the  Royal 
Fusiliers,  extra  aide-de-camp  to  the  Duke  of  Welling- 
ton, a  Mr.  N.,  an  English  merchant;  together  with  an 
incongruous  assemblage  of  horses,  dogs,  and  barouches; 
Irish  servants,  French  valets,  and  steerage  passengers,  too 
multifarious  to  mention,  all  crowded  together  into  a 
wretched  little  packet.  On  Sunday  evening,  the  11th  of 
June,  we  found  ourselves,  after  a  passage  of  thirty-six  hours, 
many  miles  distant  from  Ostend,  lying  at  anchor  in  a  dead 
calm,  and  without  a  hope  of  reaching  it  till  the  following 
morning.  To  escape  remaining  another  night  amidst  the 
discomforts  of  this  packet,  without  food,  for  we  had  eaten 
up  all  our  provisions ;  and  without  sleep,  for  we  had  experi- 
mentally proved  that  none  was  to  be  got,  our  three  selves, 
and  our  three  companions  in  misfortune,  the  Knight,  the 
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Major,  arid'  t'h^  Herch5-lit;  einbarked  in  a  crazy  little  boat, 
about  nine  o'clock  in  a  beautiful  summer's  evening,  as  the 
sun  was  sinking  in  golden  splendour,  and  trusted  ourselves 
to  the  mercy  of  the  waves.  The  tide  was  running  strong 
against  the  rowers,  and  night  closed  in  long  before  we 
approached  the  shore ;  but  though  the  light  of  the  heavens 
had  faded,  the  ocean  was  illuminated  with  that  beautiful 
phosphoric  fire  so  well  kntwn  in  warmer  latitudes.  The 
most  brilliant  magic  light  played  upon  the  surface  of  the 
waters,  and  marked  the  path  of  our  little  vessel  through  the 
deep,  with  the  softest,  purest  radiance;  the  oars  seemed  to 
be  moving  through  liquid  fire,  and  every  drop,  as  it  dashed 
from  them,  sparkled  like  the  blaze  of  a  diamond:  the  little 
rippling  waves,  as  they  curled  their  heads,  were  covered 
with  the  same  transparent  ethereal  fire,  which  would  mock 
the  powers  of  the  poet's  fancy,  "  glancing  from  heaven  to 
earth,  from  earth  to  heaven,"  to  embody  or  describe.  It  is 
more  like  the  pale  beam  the  glow-worm  sheds  from  his  even- 
ing lamp  than  anything  on  earth,  but  ten  thousand  times 
more  bright  and  more  beautiful.  By  such  a  light  Oberon 
and  his  Queen,  attended  by  their  band  of  tiny  sprites,  might 
have  held  their  midnight  revels,  amidst  the  bowers  and  halls 
of  fairyland ;  and  by  such  a  light,  enchanted  spirits  in  hap- 
pier worlds  might  be  supposed  to  slumber.  This  soft,  trans- 
parent, unearthly  light  gleaming  around  us,  and  kindling  at 
every  touch  in  living  brightness  over  the  waters;  the  calm 
and  glassy  stillness  of  the  wide  extended  ocean ;  the  softened 
glow  that  lingered  in  the  western  sky;  and  the  mild  breath 
of  evening,  made  our  passage  to  the  shore,  slow  as  it  was, 
most  delightful.  It  was  a  night  calculated  to  soothe  every 
unquiet  passion  into  rest,  and  in  which  the  imagination  loved 


LANDIIS-G  AT  OSTE  3 

to  indulge  in  dreams  of  delight  and  beauty.  The  heart 
must  have  been  cold  that  did  not  feel  the  harmony  of  nature, 
and  the  spirit  turbulent  that  did  not  partake  of  its  repose : 
everything  seemed  to  have  been  touched  by  the  hand  of 
enchantment.  But  the  magic  spell  was  dissolved,  and  the 
visions  of  fancy  faded  away  in  a  moment;  for  we  suddenly 
struck  upon  the  sands,  when  we  seemed  still  far  from  the 
shore ;  waves  of  apparent  fire  dashed  into  the  boat ;  and  the 
sturdy  sailors,  abandoning  their  oars,  seized  upon  us  without 
the  smallest  ceremony,  and  carried  us  literally  through  fire 
and  water  to  the  beach. 

Thus  were  we  thrown,  late  at  night,  and  in  the  dark, 
upon  a  foreign  coast,  uncertain  which  way  to  direct  our  steps 
through  the  deep,  deserted,  trackless  sands  that  surrounded 
us;  forewarned  of  the  rapid  approach  of  the  tides  upon  this 
coast,  and  wholly  at  a  loss  in  what  direction  lay  the  town, 
or  how  to  get  admittance  through  the  sentry  posts,  at  such 
an  hour,  if  we  did  reach  it.  Yet  under  these  appalling  cir- 
cumstances, I  cannot  say  that  we  felt  the  smallest  alarm,  oi 
even  a  momentary  uncomfortable  situation :  we  had  no  fear 
of  being  drowned,  nor  the  remotest  idea  that  any  more 
serious  mischief  could  befal  us  than  spending  the  night  upon 
the  sands,  of  which,  however,  there  seemed  to  be  much  pro- 
bability. Luckily  for  us,  this  Mr.  N.  proved  a  most  able 
pilot;  he  had  frequently  been  at  Ostend  before,  and  led  the 
way  with  great  sagacity,  in  spite  of  the  darkness  in  which 
we  were  involved.  We  were  all  loaded  with  travelling  bags, 
or  parcels  of  some  sort,  for  it  was  with  difficulty  the  little  nut- 
shell of  a  boat  contained  our  six  selves,  and  all  the  servants 
were  left  in  the  vessel.  We  were  each,  therefore,  obliged 
to  carry  all  that  we  wanted  of  our  travelling  equipments; 
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and  thus  burdened,  and  sinking  every  step  ankle  deep  in 
the  heavy  sands,  we  reached  at  last,  with  considerable  toil, 
the  fortifications,  and  were  immediately  hailed  by  the  sol- 
dier on  guard.  We  declared  ourselves  to  be  *'  friends,'* 
But  in  vain ;  friends  or  foes  were  all  the  same  to  the  sentry ; 
we  might  have  lain  all  night  in  the  ditch,  for  anything  he 
cared ;  for  his  orders  were  positive,  to  admit  no  person  into 
the  garrison,  without  the  express  order  of  the  commandant 
after  dark.  But  the  cocked  hat,  aide-de-camp's  uniform,  and 
authoritative  tone  of  Major  Wylie  carried  us  all  through. 
He  declared  "  that  he  and  his  party  were  going  to  join 
the  army  with  speed  ;"  and,  although  some  of  us  must 
have  struck  the  sentry  as  not  being  likely  to  prove  a  very 
valuable  reinforcement  to  the  troops,  he  did  not  venture 
to  make  any  further  opposition,  and  we  all  entered  Ostend. 
Although  we  came  "  in  such  a  questionable  shape,"  we  ob- 
tained admittance  into  "  La  Cour  Imperiale,"  where  we 
got  an  excellent  supper,  which  was  particularly  acceptable 
to  some  of  us,  who  had  eaten  nothing  all  day,  excepting 
a  bit  of  bread.  We  then  went  to  bed,  where  we  enjoyed 
the  sweets  of  undisturbed  repose,  with  a  zest  which  none  but 
those  who  have  spent  a  suffocating,  sick,  and  sleepless  night 
in  a  wretched  little  berth  on  board  a  packet,  can  under- 
stand. 

Next  day,  after  viewing  the  fortifications,  which,  although 
they  had  been  recently  repaired  by  the  English,  could  -no 
longer  stand  the  long  sieges  which  have  made  Ostend  famous 
in  history,  we  proceeded  to  Bruges,  walked  about  in  the 
rain  till  late  at  night,  to  visit  the  beautiful  Hotel  de  Ville, 
and  other  public  buildings  of  that  fine  old  city ;  and  rose 
early  the  next  morning  to  see  the  churches  of  San  Sauveur 
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and  Notre  Dame,  and  the  magnificent  tombs  of  Charles  the 
Bold  and  his  daughter.  Already  the  churches  were  crowded 
with  pious  Catholics,  whose  attention  was  sadly  distracted 
from  their  devotion  by  our  appearance :  sometimes  they 
whispered  an  Ave  Maria  with  the  utmost  fervency  of 
prayer ;  and  sometimes  an  half-uttered  exclamation  of  won- 
der burst  from  their  lips ;  sometimes  they  resolutely  resumed 
counting  their  beads,  and  sometimes  their  eyes  involuntarily 
rested  on  our  foreign  figures  with  the  broad  stare  of  curiosity. 

We  left  Bruges  in  the  same  bark  which  had  once  con- 
veyed Napoleon  Buonaparte  to  that  city,  and  which  is  now 
used  as  a  coche  d'eau.  It  contained  150  people  of  every 
sort  and  description,  from  the  courtiers  of  Louis  XVIII. 
down  to  Flemish  peasants;  all  of  whom,  however,  were 
obliging,  talkative,  attentive,  flattering,  and  amusing.  After 
dining  on  board,  and  spending  a  most  entertaining  day,  we 
arrived  in  the  evening  at  Ghent. 

The  whole  of  Wednesday  we  spent  in  this  ancient  city, 
and  though  its  extent  is  so  great  as  to  have  been  the  subject 
of  a  well-known  imperial  quibble,*  I  believe  we  left  but 
little  of  it  unexplored.  We  visited  its  magnificent  cathedral, 
whose  walls,  pillars,  roofs,  columns,  and  pulpits  are  formed 
of  the  richest  polished  marble  of  every  varying  hue,  and 
carved  with  exquisite  skill ;  and  whose  sculptured  ornaments, 
the  work  of  ages  when  the  statuary's  art  was  in  high  per- 
fection, seemed  almost  to  start  to  life  before  our  eyes.  We 
explored  the  deep  sepulchral  'gloom  of  its  subterranean 
church;  visited  the  costly  shrines  of  all  the  saints;  contem- 

*  The  Emperor  Charles  V.,  in  disparagement  of  the  capital  City  of  his 
rival,  used  to  delight  in  saying,  "  Je  peux  mettre  tout  Paris  dans  mon 
Gand."  Ghent,  on  the  Continent,  is  always  spelt  and  pronounced  Gand, 
^e  same  as  gantj  glove. 
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plated  the  ancient  and  decaying  monasteries,  which  were 
formerly  its  pride;  made  a  most  indefatigable  research  after 
cabinets  of  paintings ;  and  wandered  with  the  utmost  perse- 
verance through  its  abominable  streets.  We  saw  the  balcony 
in  which  the  monster  Vandamme,  in  the  bloody  times  of 
the  Revolution,  used  to  stand,  day  after  day,  to  see  victims 
led  out,  at  his  bidding,  to  the  guillotine.  In  its  altered 
scenes,  we  now  beheld  loyal  Bourbon  beaux  in  gold  epau- 
lettes, and  smart  Flemish  belles,  in  French  fashions,  laughing 
and  flirting.  We,  like  them,  paraded  in  its  gay  promenade, 
and  rambled  through  the  perfumed  walks  and  exotic  bowers 
of  its  beautiful  Botanic  Garden.  The  City  of  Ghent  seemed 
to  be  restored  to  some  traces  of  its  ancient  grandeur  by  the 
temporary  residence  of  the  Bourbon  princes,  and  the  little  ex- 
patriated court  of  Louis  XVIII.  I  had  never  been  able  to 
feel  any  extravagant  degree  of  attachment  to  this  unfortunate 
royal  family :  their  restoration  had  not  given  me  any  enthu- 
siastic joy,  nor  their  fall  much  sorrow;  and  even  the  honour 
of  paying  my  devoirs  to  Louis  le  Desir^,  and  exchanging  some 
profound  and  reverential  bows  and  courtesies  with  his  most 
Catholic  Majesty,  failed  to  inspire  me  with  much  interest  or 
admiration  for  this  persecuted,  princely  race.  These  bows, 
by  the  way,  cost  the  good  old  king  considerable  time  and 
labour,  for  he  is  extremely  unwieldy  and  corpulent,  and 
gouty ;  and  he  looks  very  lethargic  and  snuffy  ;  and  it  is 
really  a  thousand  pities  that  an  exiled  and  dethroned  mo- 
narch should  be  so  remarkably  uninteresting  a  personage. 

Early  in  the  morning  of  Thursday,  the  15th  of  June,  we 
left  the  City  of  Ghent,  passed  its  ancient  walls,  and  crossed 
the  "  lazy  Scheldt,"  which  is  here  but  a  small  stream,  and 
belies  the  epithet  Goldsmith  applies  to  its  more  advanced 
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course;  for  it  runs  with  considerable  rapidity.  We  pro- 
ceeded along  the  straight,  undeviating  line  of  the  broad,  flat 
chaussee,  or  paved  road,  that  leads  to  Brussels.  It  is  bor- 
dered on  each  side  with  rows  of  tall  trees,  which  form  one 
long  interminable  avenue,  as  far  as  the  eye  can  reach.  We  re- 
membered that  it  was  down  this  very  road  that  Napoleon 
Buonaparte  had  made  his  triumphant  progress  through  the 
Netherlands,  and  we  most  devoutly  hoped,  that  neither  by 
this,  nor  any  other  road,  he  would  ever  have  it  in  his  power 
to  enter  them  again. 

The  country  is  thickly  covered  with  neat  cottages,  scat- 
tered hamlets,  and  small  farm-houses :  the  fields  were  waving 
with  tall,  luxuriant  crops  of  corn,  and  far  from  wearing  the 
appearance  of  the  theatre  of  war,  it  seemed  to  be  the  abode 
of  peace  and  plenty;  and  hope,  contentment,  and  hilarity 
shone  in  the  countenances  of  the  people.  The  peasants  almost 
all  wore  sabots;  but  the  cottage  children,  bare-footed  and 
bare-headed,  frequently  pursued  the  carriage  for  miles,  keep- 
ing pace  with  the  horses,  tumbling  as  they  went  along,  singing 
Flemish  patriotic  songs,  the  burden  of  which  was  invariably, 
**  Success  to  the  English,  and  destruction  to  the  French;" 
and  crying  with  unwearied  perseverance,  **  Vive*  les  An- 
glaises  !"  *'  Dat  for  Napoleon!"  expressing  at  the  same  time, 
by  an  emphatic  gesture,  cutting  off  his  head.  They  threw 
bouquets  of  flowers  into  the  carriage,  twisted  their  little  sun- 
burnt faces  into  the  most  extraordinary  grimaces,  and  kept 
whirling  round  on  their  hands  and  feet,  in  imitation  of  the 
rotatory  motion  of  a  wheel.  Dr.  Clarke,  in  his  Travels, 
mentions  that  the  children  of  the  Arabs  in  Egypt  performed 

♦  I  -v^Tite  it  not  grammatically,  but  as  they  pronounced  it,  with  a  strong 
emphasis  on  the  last  letter. 
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the  same  exploit,  and  for  the  same  purpose,  that  of  extorting 
from  the  passengers  a  few  sous;  nay,  even  one  they  seemed 
to  think  a  sufficient  reward  for  a  laborious  chase  of  more  than 
a  league,  and  the  exhibition  of  all  these  fatiguing  antics. 

At  |he  little  town  of  Alost,  half  way  to  Brussels,  we 
stopped  to  dine.  It  was  the  head-quarters  of  the  Due  de 
Berri,  and  the  streets,  the  promenades,  and  the  cafies  looked 
gay.  There  is  a  pleasant  walk,  shaded  by  trees,  round  the 
ramparts;  for,  this  little  town,  like  every  other  in  the  Ne- 
therlands, was  formerly  fortified;  although  its  dismantled 
walls  no  longer  afford  any  means  of  defence.  A  violent 
shower  of  rain  obliged  us  to  take  refuge,  in  rather  an  uncere- 
monious manner,  in  a  small  house,  the  mistress  of  which,  who 
was  preparing  to  take  her  afternoon's  coffee  (though  it  was 
only  one  o'clock),  received  us  with  the  utmost  courtesy  and 
kindness.  Short  as  our  stay  was  beneath  her  roof,  it  was 
long  enough  for  her  to  express  with  great  energy  her  detes- 
tation of  Napoleon  and  of  the  French ;  which  she  said  was 
universal  throughout  Belgium.  We  had  a  good  deal  of 
conversation  with  her  upon  this  subject,  and  upon  the  past 
and  present  state  of  Belgium. — "  Ah,  madame  !  before  they 
came  among  us,"  she  said,  "  this  was  a  very  different  coun- 
try. Then  we  were  rich,  and  good,  and  happy."  She 
lamented  over  the  trade,  the  manufactories,  the  commerce 
they  had  destroyed;  the  contributions  they  had  exacted;  the 
j5ne  young  men  they  had  seized  as  conscripts;  the  convents 
they  had  ruined;  the  priests  and  "  les  bonnes  religieuses" 
they  had  turned  to  the  door.  Wherever  we  had  gone 
before,  and  wherever  we  afterwards  went,  we  heard  the 
same  sentiments  from  every  tongue,  and  we  saw  the  most 
unequivocal  signs  of  the  inveterate  hatred  of  the  Belgic 
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people  towards  their  former  rulers.  It  bursts  out  spon- 
taneously, as  if  they  could  not  suppress  it ;  their  whole  coun- 
tenances change;  their  eyes  sparkle  with  indignation;  their 
very  gestures  are  eloquent,  and  they  seem  at  a  loss  for  words 
strong  enough  to  express  the  bitterness  of  their  detestation. 
This  surprised  us  not  a  little,  as  in  England  we  had  been 
taught  to  believe  that  the  French  were  popular  in  this 
country;  but  we  were  at  length  convinced  of  our  mistake. 
It  is  the  English^  not  the  French,  who  are  popular  in  Bel- 
gium ;  and  it  was  far  more  gratifying  than  any  individual 
distinction  could  have  been,  to  find  that  we  were  everywhere 
received  with  marked  attention  and  respect  for  the  sake  of 
our  country,  and  that  the  name  of  England  is  everywhere 
beloved  and  honoured. 

At  the  village  of  Ashe,  half  way  between  Alost  and  Brus- 
sels, while  I  was  buying  in  a  little  shop  a  basket  of  "  gateaux 
sucres,"  for  which  the  place  is  famous,  two  Belgic  ladies^ 
who  happened  to  be  there,  entered  into  conversation  with 
me,  with  all  the  ease  of  foreign  manners,  and  uttered  the 
same  energetic  invective  against  their  late  French  Govern- 
ment, and  animated  praise  of  the  English,  which  we  heard 
from  every  tongue  during  our  stay  in  Belgium.  These 
people  evidently  speak  from  their  hearts :  and  yet  in  man- 
ners, in  customs,  in  ancient  ties,  in  modern  predilections, 
and  even  in  language,  they  are  French.  Their  deep-rooted 
hatred,  therefore,  of  the  people  to  whom  they  were  so  firmly 
attached,  must  have  sprung  from  very  flagrant  wrongs,  and 
very  galling  oppression. 

Alost  IS  situated  on  the  little  river  Dender,  and  from  the 
road  we  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  spire  of  Dendermond,  so 
famous  for  its  siege  by  the  Allies  in  the  last  century.     We 
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were  now  in  a  country  which  had  repeatedly  been,  in  every 
age,  the  seat  of  war,  and  in  which  England  had  already 
gained  immortal  glory.  In  retracing  the  proud  history  of 
her  past  triumphs,  and  her  recent  and  not  less  brilliant  con- 
quests, we  felt  the  firm  assurance  that  in  those  scenes  where 
the  British  under  the  Duke  of  Marlborough  had,  in  the 
eighteenth  century,  won  the  glorious  victories  of  Oudenarde, 
Ramillies,  and  Malpkquet,  the  British  under  the  Duke  of 
Wellington,  in  the  nineteenth  century,  would  gain  fresh 
laurels  and  immortal  renown,  and  raise  still  higher  the  glory 
of  their  country's  arms. 

After  leaving  Alost,  the  country  became  more  rich  and 
undulating.  Instead  of  a  dull,  dead  flat,  which  we  had 
before  traversed,  sloping  grounds,  and  distant  hills,  and 
sheltered  valleys  diversified  the  prospect.  The  woods  rose 
in  prouder  beauty,  and  the  fields  were  dressed  in  brighter 
verdure  and  richer  luxuriance;  and  as  we  passed  through 
those  smiling  scenes,  and  saw  the  husbandman  pursuing  his 
peaceful  labours,  the  cottage  wife  busy  with  her  household 
cares,  and  the  merry  groups  of  haymakers  spread  over  the 
fragrant  meadows,  we  rejoiced  in  the  hope  that  the  hand  of 
the  spoiler  would  never  lay  waste  these  fruitful  fields,  nor 
burn  these  peaceful  hamlets,  and  that  these  contented  pea- 
sants would  never  again  be  torn  from  their  homes  to  fight 
in  the  cause  of  unprincipled  ambition,  and  become  in  turn 
the  instruments  of  that  oppression  of  which  they  had  been 
the  victims.  It  was  with  a  feeling  of  pride  for  our  country 
we  indulged  the  thought  that  it  was  to  England  they  owed 
their  security ;  that  it  was  her  protecting  arm  which  inter- 
posed the  impenetrable  shield  of  her  armies  between  them 
and  the  tyranny  and  usurpation  of  France.     We  could  not 
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but  rejoice  that  since  the  awful  struggle  must  be  made,  its 
horrors — if  inevitable — would,  at  least,  be  distant; — that 
since  the  awful  thunderbolt  of  war  must  fall,  it  would 
descend,  in  all  human  probability,  upon  that  country  which 
had  raised  the  storm ;  and  that  France  herself  would  at 
length  be  visited  by  some  part  of  the  dreadful  calamities 
which  she  had  so  long  and  so  mercilessly  inflicted  upon 
other  nations.* 

Short  sighted  mortals!  while  we  fondly  indulged  these 
hopes,  and  exulted  in  the  blessings  of  security  and  peace, 
how  little  did  we  suspect  that  the  most  aggravated  horrors 
of  war  were  ready  to  burst  over  our  heads ;  how  little  did 
we  foresee  the  rapid  changes  and  alarming  events  which 
even  this  very  day  was  destined  to  produce ;  and  while  we 
watched  the  sun  sinking  in  glory  in  the  western  sky,  how 
little  did  we  dream  of  the  scenes  that  were  to  pass  before  the 
dawn  of  morning !  In  all  the  bliss  of  ignorance^  however, 
we  journeyed  along,  admiring  from  afar  the  lofty  towers 
and  spires  of  Brussels,  and  its  crowded  roofs  clustering  round 
the  steep  sides  of  a  hill,  in  the  midst  of  a  rich  and  cheerful 
country,  and  thinking  with  joyful  and  impatient  anticipa- 
tion of  the  well-known  faces  of  the  beloved  friends  whom 
we  were  to  meet  within  its  walls. 

Near  Brussels  we  passed  a  body  of  Brunswick  troops 
(called  Black  Brunswickers).  They  were  dressed  in  black, 
and  mounted  upon  black  horses,  and  their  helmets  were 
surmounted  with  tall  nodding  plumes  of  black  horsehair, 
which  gave  them  a  most  sombre  and  funereal  appearance. 
As  they  slowly  moved  along  the  road  before  us  in  a  long 

•  It  was  not  expected  at  that  time  that  Belgium  would  be  the  theatre  of 
war,  but  that  the  Allies  would  advance  into  lS:ance. 
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regular  procession,  they  looked  exactly  like  an  immense 
moving  hearse.  I  laughed,  and  observed  to  my  sister,  ''  that 
one  might  take  this  for  a  bad  omen,  and  that  it  reminded 
me  of  the  mourning  wedding-ring  in  the  Simple  Story." 
Some  of  these  black,  ominous  looking  men  kept  before  us, 
and  entered  Brussels  along  with  us.  At  first  we  passed 
through  some  mean,  dirty  streets,  but  the  appearance  of  the 
town  soon  improved.  The  houses  are  large,  ancient,  and 
highly  ornamented.  There  is  an  air  of  grandeur  and  of 
architectural  design  in  the  towns  of  Flanders,  which  is  pecu- 
liarly striking,  on  first  coming  from  the  plain,  diminutive, 
shopkeeper-looking,  red  brick  rows  of  houses  in  England. 
The  streets  of  Brussels  are  narrow,  but  they  have  that  air  of 
bustle,  opulence,  and  animation,  which  characterises  a  me- 
tropolis. To  us  everything  was  new  and  amusing  :  the 
people,  the  dresses,  the  houses,  the  shops,  the  very  signs 
diverted  us.  Every  notice  was  stuck  up  in  the  French  lan- 
guagC;  and  quite  in  the  French  style  :  the  poorest  and  most 
paltry  shop  called  itself  a  Magazine.    Here  were  Magasins  de 

Modes,  Magasins  de  Souliers,  Magasins  de everything, 

in  short :  it  was  amusing  to  see  the  names  of  people  and 
trades,  that  we  had  only  been  accustomed  to  meet  with  in 
French  books  and  plays,  stuck  up  in  gilt  letters  above  every 
shop-door. 

Everything  wore  a  military  aspect ;  and  the  number  of 
troops  of  different  nations,  descriptions,  and  dresses,  which 
filled  the  town,  made  it  look  very  gay.  Soldiers'  faces,  or 
at  least  their  white  belts  and  red  coats,  were  to  be  seen  at 
every  window  ;  and  in  our  slow  progress  through  the 
streets  we  were  delighted  to  see  the  British  soldiers,  and 
particularly  the   Highlanders,   laughing  and  joking,  with 
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much  apparent  glee,  with  the  inhabitants.  On  our  right 
we  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  magnificent  spire  of  the  H6tel 
de  Ville,  far  exceeding,  in  architectural  beauty,  anything  I 
remember  to  have  seen.  We  slowly  continued  to  ascend 
the  windings  of  the  long  and  steep  hill,  which  leads  from 
the  low  to  the  high  town  of  Brussels,  and  the  upper  part  of 
which  is  called  La  Montague  du  Pare.  Passing  on  our  left 
the  venerable  towers  of  the  Cathedral,  we  reached  at  last  the 
summit  of  this  huge  *'  Montague ;"  and  the  Pare  of  Brus- 
sels, of  which  we  had  heard,  read,  and  talked  so  much,  un- 
expectedly opened  upon  us.  What  a  transition  from  the 
dark,  narrow,  gloomy  streets  of  the  low  town  to  the  light- 
ness, gaiety,  and  beauty  of  the  Pare,  crowded  with  officers 
in  every  variety  of  military  uniform,  with  elegant  women, 
and  with  lively  parties  and  gay  groups  of  British  and  Belgic 
people,  loitering,  walking,  talking,  and  sitting  under  the 
trees  !  There  could  not  be  a  more  animated,  a  more  holi- 
day scene ;  everything  looked  gay  and  festive,  and  every- 
thing spoke  of  hope,  confidence,  and  busy  expectation. 

The  Pare  of  Brussels  does  not  bear  the  smallest  resem- 
blance to  what  in  England  we  denominate  a  park.  It  is 
more  like  a  garden  enclosed  with  iron  rails,  the  interior  of 
which  is  laid  out  with  gravel-walks,  grass-plots,  and  par- 
terres, shaded  with  trees,  and  ornamented  with  fountains* 
and  statues.  It  is  quite  a  promenade,  and  is  exclusively  de- 
voted to  pedestrians.  The  walks  are  formal,  but  kept  with 
great  exactness,  and  the  tout  ensemble  looks  gay,  inviting. 


•  Afterwards,  on  our  return  to  Brussels,  I  observed  an  inscription  on 
one  of  these  fountains,  purporting,  that  the  Czar,  Peter  the  Great,  having 
drunk  too  freely  of  wine,  fell  into  its  waters.  The  day  and  year  are  men- 
tioned.   It  was,  I  think,  about  a  century  ago. 
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and  pleasant.  It  is  surrounded  by  a  wide  street,  enclosed  by 
a  square  of  magnificent  houses,  in  which  are  the  palace  of 
the  Prince  of  Orange,  and  many  beautiful  public  buildings. 
Compared  to  this  grand  square,  the  finest  squares  of  London, 
Edinburgh,  and  Dublin,  are  small  and  paltry.  Adjoining 
the  Pare  is  the  Place  Royale,  and  so  strikingly  grand  and 
imposing  is  its  architecture,  that  we  all  uttered  an  involun- 
tary exclamation  of  surprise  and  admiration  as  we  drove 
into  it.  The  doors  and  windows  of  the  Hotel  Belle vue,  and 
of  the  Hotel  de  Flandre,  adjoining  to  it,  were  crowded  with 
British  officers.  We  took  possession  of  two  pleasant  rooms 
in  the  latter,  which  had  been  secured  for  us  by  the  kind 
attention  of  Sir  Neil  Campbell.  They  were  in  the  troisieme 
etage,  and  we  had  a  hundred  steps  to  ascend ;  but  we  were 
fortunate  in  procuring  such  good  accommodation,  as  Brussels 
was  extremely  crowded.  We  had  not  entered  the  hotel 
many  minutes,  and  had  not  once  sat  down,  when  we  recog- 
nised our  pleasant  compagnon  de  voyage.  Major  Wylie, 
standing  in  the  Place  Royale  below,  encompassed  with 
officers.  He  saw  us,  took  off  his  hat,  and,  breaking  from 
the  people  that  surrounded  him,  darted  in  at  the  door  of  the 
hotel,  and  was  with  us  in  a  minute.  Breathless  with  haste, 
he  could  scarcely  articulate  that  hostilities  had  commenced ! 
Our  amazement  may  be  conceived :  at  first  we  could  scarcely 
believe  him  to  be  in  earnest.  "  Upon  my  honour,"  ex- 
claimed Major  WyUe,  still  panting,  and  scarcely  able  to 
speak,  from  the  haste  with  which  he  had  flown  up  the  hun- 
dred steps,  "it  is  quite  true;  and  the  troops  are  ordered  to 
be  in  readiness  to  march  at  a  moment's  notice ;  and  we  shall 
probably  leave  Brussels  to-morrow  morning."  In  answer  to 
our  eager  inquiries,  he  then  told  us  that  this  unexpected  in- 
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telligence  had  only  just  arrived;  that  he  had  that  moment 
left  the  Duke  of  Wellington's  table,  where  he  had  been 
dining  with  a  party  of  officers  ;  and  that,  just  as  the  dessert 
had  been  set  upon  the  table,  a  courier  had  arrived,  bringing 
dispatches  from  Marshal  Blucher,  announcing  that  he  had 
been  attacked  by  the  French :  but  although  the  fighting  was 
hot,  it  seemed  to  be  Blucher's  opinion  that  it  would  most 
probably  be  nothing  more  than  a  mere  skirmish.  While  the 
Duke  was  reading  the  dispatches,  the  Prince  of  Orange, 
General  Mufflin,  and  some  other  foreign  officers  had  come 
in.  After  a  short  debate,  the  Duke,  expecting  that  the  blow 
would  be  followed  up,  and  believing  that  it  was  the  enemy's 
plan  to  crush  the  English  army,  and  take  Brussels,  imme- 
diately ordered  the  troops  to  be  in  readiness  to  take  the  field 
at  a  moment's  notice.  "  And  when  did  all  this  happen? — 
when  was  this  attack  made?"  we  anxiously  inquired.  "It 
took  place  this  afternoon."  "  This  afternoon !"  I  exclaimed, 
in  astonishment,  and,  I  suppose,  with  looks  of  consternation, 
which  drew  a  good-natured  smile  from  Major  Wylie,  for 
we  had  not  been  used  to  hear  of  battles  so  near,  or  fought 
the  same  afternoon.  ^*  Yes,  it  happened  this  very  afternoon/' 
said  Mayor  Wylie ;  "  and  when  the  express  came  away, 
they  were  fighting  as  hard  as  ever :  but  after  all,  it  may 
prove  a  mere  trifling  affair  of  outposts — nothing  at  all." 
"  But  are  the  French  in  great  force  ?  Where  are  they  ? 
Where  are  the  Prussians  ?  How  far  off  do  you  suppose  all 
this  fighting  is?"  were  some  of  the  many  questions  we  asked. 
The  fighting  was  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Charleroi,  about 
half  a  day's  march  from  Brussels :  nothing  certainly  was 
known  of  the  force  of  the  French.  In  fact,  nothing  at  all  was 
known,  except  that  the  French  had  this  very  day  attacked 
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the  Prussians,  when  they  were  totally  unprepared,  at  a  short 
distance  from  us.  *^  However,  after  all,  this  may  end  in 
nothing,"  said  Major  Wylie,  after  a  pause;  "we  may  have 
to  march  to-morrow  morning,  or  we  may  not  march  these 
ihree  weeks:  but  the  Duke  expects  another  dispatch  from 
Blucher,  and  that  will  settle  the  business:"  and  so  saying, 
Major  Wylie  went  away  to  dress  for  a  ball.  Yes,  a  ball ! 
for  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  and  his  aides-de-camp,  and  half 
of  the  British  officers,  though  they  expected  to  go  to  a  battle 
to-morrow,  were  going  to  a  ball  to-night,  at  the  Duchess  of 
Richmond's  ;  and  to  the  ball  they  did  accordingly  go.  They 
seemed  to  say,  or  to  feel,  with  the  Scottish  Chief  in  Douglas: 

"  Tills  night  once  more 
Within  these  walls  we  rest :  our  tents  we  pitch 
To-morrow  in  the  field.    Prepare  the  feast! — 
Free  is  his  heart  who  for  his  country  fights : 
He  on  the  eve  of  battle  may  resign 
Himself  to  social  pleasure :  sweetest  then, 
When  danger  to  a  soldier's  soul  endears 
The  human  joy  that  never  may  return." 

Late  as  it  was,  my  brother  and  sister  went  to  call  upon 
Mrs.  H.,  whom  they  were  impatient  to  see.  They  had  not 
been  gone  many  minutes,  when  Sir  Neil  Campbell  sent  up 
to  ask  if  I  would  admit  him.  I  made  no  objection  :  so  in 
he  came,  looking  magnificent,  in  a  full  dress  uniform,  co- 
vered with  crosses,  clasps,  orders,  and  medals.  Behold  me, 
then,  t^te-a-tete  with  this  splendid  beau,  in  my  own  room, 
between  ten  and  eleven  o'clock  at  night !  In  England  it 
would  have  been  extraordinary  enough,  to  be  sure ;  but  in 
Brussels  it  was  nothing.  It  was  impossible  to  receive  him, 
or  anybody  else,  in  any  other  place  than  a  bed-room,  for  the 
Hotel  de  Flandre  was  entirely  composed  of  bed-rooms,  all 
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of  which  were  occupied.  Without  discomposing  myself 
about  the  matter,  therefore,  I  gave  Sir  Neil  Campbell  some 
tea,  and  we  had  a  long  chat  together.  He,  too,  had  been 
dining  with  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  and  had  been  present 
when  these  important  dispatches  arrived,  and  from  him  I 
heard  a  repetition  of  all  that  Major  Wylie  had  told  us,  with 
the  alarming  addition,  that  the  French  were  said  to  be  up- 
wards of  100,000  strong,  and  that  Napoleon  himself  was  at 
the  head  of  the  army.  It  was  generally  thought  that  this 
attack  upon  the  Prussians  was  a  stratagem  to  conceal  more 
effectually  his  real  designs,  of  surprising  Brussels,  and  de- 
stroying, if  possible,  at  one  blow,  the  English  army.  It  was 
well  known  that  the  Russians  had  crossed  the  Rhine ;  and 
Sir  Neil  Campbell  said  he  had  no  doubt  that  Buonaparte 
would  push  forward  at  all  hazards,  and  give  battle  before  they 
could  arrive.  As  Sir  Neil  Campbell  had  certainly  reason  to 
know  something  of  Buonaparte,  and  as  these  rapid,  unexpected 
movements  were  in  perfect  uniformity  with  his  general 
policy,  this  conjecture  seemed  but  too  probable;  but  we  con- 
cluded that  the  numbers  of  the  French  must  be  prodigiously 
exaggerated.  It  seemed  quite  incredible  that  so  large  an  army 
could  have  formed,  advanced,  and  even  attacked  Marshal 
Blucher,  without  his  having  any  knowledge  of  their  move- 
ments ;  and  even  if  their  force  was  very  superior  to  ours,  I 
felt  confident  that  they  would  meet  with  a  very  different  re- 
ception from  that  which  they  expected ;  and  that  Napoleon, 
with  every  advantage  on  his  side,  would  not  find  the  defeat 
of  an  English  army  quite  so  easy  a  thing  in  practice,  as  he  had 
always  seemed  to  consider  it  in  theory.  Having  settled  this 
point  much  to  our  mutual  satisfaction.  Sir  Neil  Campbell  went 
away.     My  brother  and  sister  returned,  and  we  went  to  bed. 
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But  we  were  not  destined  long  to  enjoy  the  sweets  of  re- 
pose. Scarcely  had  I  laid  my  weary  head  on  the  pillow, 
when  the  bugle's  loud  and  commanding  call  sounded  from 
the  Place  Royale.  *'  Is  that  the  call  to  arms?"  I  exclaimed, 
starting  up  in  the  bed.  My  sister  laughed  at  the  idea;  but 
it  was  repeated,  and  we  listened  with  eager  and  anxious 
suspense.  For  a  few  moments  a  pause  of  doubt  ensued.  Hark ! 
again!  it  sounded  through  the  silence  of  the  night,  and 
from  every  quarter  of  the  town  it  was  now  repeated,  at 
short  and  regular  intervals.  "  It  is  the  call  to  arms !"  I  ex- 
claimed.    Instantly  the  drums  beat;  the  Highland  pibroch 

sounded It  was  the  call  to  arms!     Oh!  never  shall  I 

forget  the  feelings  of  that  moment!  Immediately  the  ut- 
most tumult  and  confusion  succeeded  to  the  silence  in  which 
the  city  had  previously  been  buried.  At  half-past  two  we 
were  roused  by  a  loud  knocking  at  our  room  door,  and  my 
brother's  voice  calling  to  us  to  get  up  instantly,  not  to  lose  a 
moment — that  the  troops  were  under  arms — were  marching 
out  against  the  French — and  that  Major  Llewellyn  was  wait- 
ing to  see  us  before  he  left  Brussels.  Inexpressibly  relieved 
to  find  that  this  nocturnal  alarm  was  occasioned  by  the  de- 
parture of  Major  Llewellyn,  not  by  the  arrival  of  the  French, 
which,  in  the  first  startling  confusion  of  my  thoughts,  and 
trepidation  of  my  mind,  had  actually  entered  my  head ;  and 
much  better  pleased  to  meet  an  old  and  kind  friend,  than  to 
run  away  from  a  furious  enemy,  we  got  up  with  the  greatest 
alacrity,  and  hastily  throwing  some  clothes  about  us,  flew  to 
see  Llewellyn,  who  was  waiting  on  the  stairs.  Short  and 
agitated  indeed  was  our  meeting  under  such  circumstances. 
By  the  light  of  a  candle  in  my  brother's  room,  we  sat  down 
for  a  few  minutes  on  some  boxes,  scarcely  able  to  believe  our 
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senses,  that  all  this  was  real,  and  almost  inclined  to  doubt 
whether  it  was  not  a  dream :  but  the  din  of  war  which  re- 
sounded in  our  ears  too  painfully  convinced  us  that  it  was 
no  illusion  of  phantasy: — we  could  scarcely  even  "  snatch 
a  fearful  joy,"  for  not  for  a  single  moment  could  we  banish 
from  our  minds  the  impression,  that  in  a  few  moments  we 
must  part,  perhaps  for  ever,  and  that  this  hurried  interview 
might  prove  our  last.  We  could  only  gaze  intently  upon 
each  other,  as  if  to  retain  a  lasting  remembrance  of  the  well- 
known  countenance,  should  we  indeed  be  destined  to  meet 
no  more:  we  could  only  utter  incoherent  words  or  disjointed 
speeches.  While  he  still  lingered,  we  heard  his  charger, 
which  his  servant  held  in  the  court-yard  below,  neighing  and 
pawing  the  ground,  as  if  impatient  of  his  master's  delay,  and 
eager  to  bear  him  to  the  field.  Our  greetings  and  adieus 
were  equally  hurried.  We  bade  him  farewell,  and  saw  him 
go  to  battle. 

It  was  nearly  two  years  since  we  had  met ;  and  little  did 
we  think,  when  we  parted  in  the  peaceful  valleys  of  Rox- 
burghshire, that  our  next,  and  perhaps  our  last,  meeting 
would  be  in  Brussels,  in  the  dead  of  the  night,  and  on 
the  very  eve  of  battle.  He  was  the  same  to  us  as  a  brother. 
He  left  us  then,  as  now,  to  fight  the  battles  of  his  country; 
and  we  trusted  that  victory  and  glory  would  still  follow  the 
British  arms,  and  that  he  would  once  more  return  in  honour 
and  safety. 

Just  as  he  left  us,  the  dawn  appeared,  and,  by  the  faint 
twilight  of  morning,  we  saw  the  Place  Royale  filled  with 
armed  men,  and  with  all  the  tumult  and  confusion  of  mar- 
sial  preparation.      All  was  "  hurry  skurry  for  the  field. 
Officers  were  looking  in  vain  for  their  servants — servants 

C  2 
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running  in  pursuit  of  their  masters — baggage  waggons  were 
loading — b^t  horses  preparing — trains  of  artillery  harness- 
ing.— And  amidst  the  clanking  of  horses'  hoofs,  the  rolling 
of  heavy  carriages,  the  clang  of  arms,  the  sounding  of  bugles, 
and  the  neighing  of  chargers,  we  distinctly  heard,  from  time 
to  time,  the  loud,  deep-toned  word  of  command,  while  the 
incessant  din  of  hammers  nailing  *'  gave  dreadful  note  of 
preparation." 

A  second  express  had  arrived  from  Blucher,  bringing  in- 
telligence that  the  French  were  in  much  more  formidable 
force  than  he  had  imagined  ;  that  the  attack  was  become 
serious;  they  had  taken  Charleroi,  and  driven  back  the 
Prussians.  It  was,  therefore,  necessary  for  the  British  to 
march  immediately  to  support  them.  The  Duke  had  re- 
ceived the  dispatches  containing  this  important  news  in 
the  ball-room.  We  were  afterwards  told,  that  upon  perus- 
ing them  he  seemed  for  a  few  minutes  to  be  absolutely 
absorbed  in  a  profound  reverie,  and  completely  abstracted 
from  every  surrounding  object;  and  that  he  was  even  heard 
to  utter  indistinctly  a  few  words  to  himself.  After  a  pause, 
he  folded  up  the  dispatches,  called  one  of  his  staff  officers  to 
him,  gave  the  necessary  orders  with  the  utmost  coolness 
and  promptitude ;  and  having  directed  the  army  to  be  put  in 
motion  immediately,  he  himself  stayed  at  the  ball  till  past 
two  in  the  morning.  The  cavalry  officers,  whose  regiments, 
for  the  most  part,  were  quartered  in  villages  about  the  fron- 
tier, ten,  fifteen,  and  even  twenty  miles  off,  flew  from  the  ball- 
room in  dismay,  in  search  of  their  horses,  and  galloped  off 
in  the  dark,  without  baggage  or  attendants,  in  the  utmost 
perplexity  which  way  to  go,  or  where  to  join  their  regi- 
ments, which  might  have  marched  before  they  could  arrive. 
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Numbers  of  the  officers  had-  been  out  when  the  first  order  to 
be  in  reaalness  to  march  was  issued,  and  remained  in  per- 
fect ignorance  of  the  commencement  of  hostilities,  until  the 
alarm  sounded,  and  called  them  from  scenes  of  festivity  and 
mirth  to  scenes  of  war  and  bloodshed.  As  the  dawn  broke, 
the  soldiers  were  seen  assembling  from  all  parts  of  the  town, 
in  marching  order,  with  their  knapsacks  on  their  backs, 
loaded  with  three  days'  provision.  Unconcerned  in  the 
midst  of  the  din  of  war,  many  a  soldier  laid  himself  down  on 
a  truss  of  straw,  and  soundly  slept,  with  his  hands  still 
grasping  his  firelock;  others  were  sitting  contentedly  on  the 
pavement,  waiting  the  arrival  of  their  comrades.  Numbers 
were  taking  leave  of  their  wives  and  children,  perhaps  for 
the  last  time,  and  many  a  veteran's  rough  cheek  was  wet 
with  the  tears  of  sorrow.  One  poor  fellow,  immediately 
under  our  windows,  turned  back  again  and  again,  to  bid  his 
wife  farewell,  and  take  his  baby  once  more  in  his  arms ;  and 
I  saw  him  hastily  brush  away  a  tear  with  the  sleeve  of  his 
coat,  as  he  gave  her  back  the  child  for  the  last  time,  wrung 
her  hand,  and  ran  off  to  join  his  company,  which  was  drawn 
up  on  the  other  side  of  the  Place  Eoyale. 

Many  of  the  soldiers'  wives  marched  out  with  their  hus- 
bands to  the  field,  and  I  saw  one  young  English  lady 
mounted  on  horseback,  slowly  riding  out  of  town  along 
with  an  officer,  who,  no  doubt,  was  her  husband.  But 
even  at  this  interesting  moment,  when  thousands  were 
parting  with  those  nearest  and  dearest  to  their  hearts,  my 
gravity  was  suddenly  overset,  and  my  sorrow  turned  into 
mirth,  by  the  unexpected  appearance  of  a  long  train  of 
market  carts,  loaded  with  cabbages,  green  peas,  cauliflowers, 
early  potatoes,  old  women,  and  strawberries,  peaceably  jog- 
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ging  along,  one  after  another,  to  market.  These  good 
people,  who  had  never  heard  of  battles,  and  who  were  per- 
fectly at  a  loss  to  comprehend  what  could  be  the  meaning 
of  all  this  uproar,  stared  with  astonishment  at  the  spectacle 
before  them,  and  actually  gaped  with  wonder,  as  they  slowly 
made  their  way  m  their  long  carts  through  the  crowds  of 
soldiers  which  filled  the  Place  Royale.  There  was  some- 
thing so  inexpressibly  ludicrous  in  the  contrast  which  the 
grotesque  figures  and  rustic  dresses  of  these  old  women 
presented  to  this  martial  hurry  and  confusion,  that  really 
**  not  to  laugh  surpassed  all  powers  of  face/'  and  that  I  did 
laugh  I  must  acknowledge,  though  it  was  perhaps  very  ill- 
timed  levity.  Soon  afterwards  the  42nd  and  92nd  High- 
land regiments  marched  through  the  Place  Royale  and  the 
Parc^  with  their  bagpipes  playing  before  them,  while  the 
bright  beams  of  the  rising  sun  shone  full  on  their  polished 
muskets,  and  on  the  dark  waving  plumes  of  their  tartan 
bonnets.  We  admired  their  fine  athletic  forms,  their  firm 
erect  military  demeanour  and  undaunted  mien.  We  felt 
proud  that  they  were  our  countrymen:  in  their  gallant 
bearing  we  recognised  the  true  hardy  sons  of  Caledon,  men 
who  would  conquer  or  die  ;  and  we  could  not  restrain  a  tear 
at  the  reflection,  how  few  of  that  warlike  band  who  now 
marched  out  so  proudly  to  battle  might  ever  live  to  return. 
Alas!  we  little  thought  that -even  before  the  fall  of  night 
these  brave  men,  whom  we  now  gazed  at  with  so  much 
interest  and  admiration,  would  be  laid  low ! 

During  the  whole  night,  or  rather  morning,  we  stood  at 
the  open  window,  unable  to  leave  these  sights  and  sounds  of 
war,  or  to  desist  for  a  moment  from  contemplating  a  scene 
so  new,  so  affecting,  and  so  deeply  interesting  to  us.     Regi- 


THE  TKOOrS  MAKCH  OUT  OF  BRUSSELS.  23 

ment  after  regiment  formed  and  marched  out  of  Brussels ;  we 
heard  the  last  word  of  command — March !  the  heavy  measured 
uniform  tread  of  the  soldiers*  feet  upon  the  pavement,  and  the 
last  expiring  note  of  the  bugles,  as  they  sounded  from  afar. 

We  saw  our  gallant  army  leave  Brussels  with  emotions 
which  may  be  better  imagined  than  described.  They  went 
again  to  meet  that  enemy  whom  they  had  so  often  encoun- 
tered, and  as  invariably  vanquished  ;  to  follow  that  general, 
who,  in  a  long  course  of  years  of  command  devoted  to  the 
service  and  glory  of  his  country,  had  never  experienced  a 
single  defeat ;  who  had  so  lately  led  them  from  victory  to 
victory,  crossed,  in  his  triumphant  march,  the  plains  of 
Spain,  fought  his  way  over  the  frozen  heights  of  the  Pyre- 
nees, carried  conquest  and  dismay  in  the  very  heart  of 
France,  and  whose  rapid  and  unparalleled  career  df  conquest 
had  only  been  checked  by  the  angel  of  peace.  As  we  saw 
the  last  of  our  brave  troops  march  out  of  Brussels,  the  re- 
collection of  their  past  glory,  the  proud  hopes  of  their  present 
triumph,  the  greatness  of  the  contest,  upon  the  issue  of 
which  the  fate  of  Europe  and  the  security  of  the  world 
depended  ;  the  dread  of  their  encounter  with  the  numerous 
and  formidable  hosts  of  that  man^  whom  no  treaties  could 
bind,  no  adversity  could  amend,  no  considerations  of  justice 
or  humanity  could  soften,  no  laws,  divine  or  human,  could 
restrain,  swelled  our  hearts  with  feelings  which  language  is 
too  feeble  to  express :  and  our  brave  countrymen  were  fol- 
lowed by  our  tears,  our  warmest  wishes,  and  our  most  fer- 
vent prayers  for  their  safety  and  success. 

Before  seven  in  the  morning,  the  streets,  which  had  been 
so  lately  thronged  with  armed  men  and  with  busy  crowds, 
were  empty  and  silent.      The  great  square  of  the  Place 
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Royale  no  longer  resounded  with  the  tumult  and  prepara- 
tions for  war.  The  army  were  gone,  and  Brussels  seemed  a 
perfect  desert.  The  mourners  they  had  left  behind  were 
shut  up  in  their  solitary  chambers,  and  the  faces  of  the  few 
who  were  slowly  wandering  about  the  streets  were  marked 
with  the  deepest  anxiety  and  melancholy.  The  heavy  mi- 
litary waggons,  ranged  in  order,  and  ready  to  move  as  occa- 
sion might  require,  were  standing  under  the  silent  guard  of 
a  few  sentinels.  The  Flemish  drivers  were  sleeping  in  the 
long  tilted  carts  destined  to  convey  the  wounded ;  and  the 
horses,  ready  to  harness  at  a  moment's  notice,  were  quietly 
feeding  on  fresh-cut  grass  by  their  side :  the  whole  livelong 
day  and  night  did  these  Flemish  men  and  horses  pass  in  the 
Place  Royale.  A  few  officers  were  still  to  be  seen,  slowly 
riding  out  of  town  to  join  the  army.  The  Duke  of  Wel- 
lington set  off  about  eight  o'clock,  in  great  spirits,  declaring 
he  expected  to  be  back  by  dinner-time ;  and  dinner  was 
accordingly  prepared  for  him.  Sir  Thomas  Picton,  who, 
like  ourselves,  had  only  arrived  in  Brussels  the  day  before, 
rode  through  the  streets  in  true  soldier-like  style,  with  his 
reconnoitring  glass  slung  across  his  shoulders,  reining  in  his 
charger  as  he  passed,  to  exchange  salutations  with  his  friends, 
and  left  Brussels — never  to  return. 

We  had  a  most  agreeable  surprise  at  our  breakfast-table 
in  the  sight  of  Major  Llewellyn.  He  had  ridden  a  few 
miles  out  of  Brussels  with  the  regiment,  and  then  galloped 
back  with  Sir  Philip  Belson,  who  also  wished  to  return.  We 
spent  a  few  hours  together,  and,  embittered  as  they  were 
with  the  prospect  of  so  near  and  dreadful  a  separation,  there 
was  much  consolation  in  thus  meeting.  No  expectation 
was  entertained  of  any  engagement  taking  place  to-day.    Sir 
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Philip  Belson  and  Major  Llewellyn,  therefore,  felt  quite  at 
their  ease;  "being  certain,"  they  said,  "of  overtaking  the 
regiment  at  a  place  called  Waterloo^  where  the  men  were 
to  stop  to  cook."  Little  did  any  of  us  then  suspect  how  me- 
morable to  future  ages  "  that  place  called  Waterloo"  was 
destined  to  become !  We  denied  ourselves  to  several  idlers, 
but  Sir  Neil  Campbell,  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  H.,  succeeded  in 
gaining  admittance. 

At  last  the  moment  of  parting  ar-rived ;  Sir  Philip  Belson 
called  for  Major  Llewellyn,  and,  after  sitting  a  few  moments, 
they  got  up  to  go  away,  and  we  bade  farewell  to  one  who 
from  childhood  had  been  our  friend  and  companion,  and 
whom  we  loved  as  another  brother.  We  could  not  but  feel 
how  probable  it  was  that  we  might  never  see  him  more; 
and,  under  this  impression,  some  minutes  after  he  had  left 
us,  which  he  had  spent  in  bidding  farewell  to  my  brother 
below,  we  ran  to  the  window,  saw  Sir  Philip  Belson  and 
him  mount  their  horses  and  ride  away,  and  caught  the  last 
glimpse  of  them  as  they  passed  under  the  gateway  of  the 
Place  Royale.  Two  hours  afterwards  they  were  in  the 
thickest  of  the  battle ! 

Although  we  had  not  the  smallest  suspicion  that  any  en- 
gagement could  take  place  to-day,  our  anxiety  for  news, 
both  of  the  French  and  Prussians,  was  extreme ;  but  we 
could  hear  nothing  but  vague,  unauthenticated  reports, 
upon  which  no  reliance  could  be  placed. 

We  dined,  or  rather  sat  down  to  dinner,  at  the  table 
d'hote,  and  afterwards  wandered  restlessly  about  the  streets, 
our  minds  too  much  absorbed  in  the  approaching  contest,  to 
see,  hear,  understand,  think,  or  talk  about  anything  but  what 
related  to  public  events. 
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Our  consternation  may  be  imagined  when  we  were  told 
that  a  dreadful  cannonade  had  been  heard  from  the  Pare,  in 
the  very  direction  which  our  army  had  taken,  and  that  it 
was  supposed  they  must  have  been  attacked  by  the  French 
within  a  few  miles  of  Brussels.  At  first  I  was  utterly  incre- 
dulous; I  could  not,  would  not  believe  it;  but,  hurrying 
to  the  Pare,  we  were  too  soon,  too  incontestably  convinced 
of  the  dreadful  truth,  by  ourselves  hearing  the  awful  and 
almost  incessant  thunder  of  the  guns  apparently  very  near 
to  us.  For  many  hours  this  tremendous  cannonade  continued , 
while,  unable  to  gain  any  intelligence  of  what  was  passing, 
ignorant  of  everything,  except  of  the  fact,  proclaimed  by 
the  loud  and  repeated  voice  of  war,  that  there  was  a  battle, 
we  listened  in  a  state  of  terrible  uncertainty  and  suspense, 
and  thought  with  horror,  in  the  roar  of  every  cannon,  that 
our  brave  countrymen  were  every  moment  falling  in  agony 
and  death. 

Unable  to  rest,  we  wandered  about,  and  lingered  till  a 
late  hour  in  the  Pare.  The  Pare !  what  a  difierent  scene 
did  its  green  alleys  present  this  evening  from  that  which 
they  exhibited  at  the  same  hour  last  night !  Then  it  was 
crowded  with  the  young  and  the  gay,  and  the  gallant  of  the 
British  army,  with  the  very  men  who  were  now  engaged  in 
deadly  strife,  and  perhaps  bleeding  on  the  ground.  Then 
it  was  filled  with  female  faces  sparkling  with  mirth  and 
gaiety;  now  terror,  and  anxiety,  and  grief  were  marked 
upon  every  countenance  we  met. 

In  addition  to  the  general  alarm  and  anxiety,  which  sur» 
passed  anything  it  is  in  my  power  to  describe,  we  had  a  par» 
ticular  subject  of  solicitude.  We  had  but  too  much  reason 
to  fear  that  it  would  be  impossible  for  Sir  Philip  Belson  and 
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Major  Llewellyn  to  join  their  regiment  in  time  for  the  action. 
The  idea,  the  very  doubt  was  dreadful.  If  we  listened  to  the 
cannonade  with  such  heart-sinking  apprehensions  for  them, 
what  must  have  been  their  feelings,  if,  at  a  distance  from  the 
army,  absent  without  leave,  they  heard  its  sounds !  After 
years  of  service  in  various  climates  and  countries,  after  six 
long  and  glorious  campaigns  in  the  Peninsula,  would  they 
forfeit,  by  one  act  of  imprudence,  all  the  distinction  they 
had  obtained  by  a  life  devoted  to  their  country,  and  be  found 
absent  from  their  post  in  the  hour  of  danger !  Dear  to  us 
as  was  the  life  of  our  friend,  his  honour  was  still  dearer; 
and  while  every  one  else  was  anxiously  dreading  lest 
the  battle  should  be  near,  and  trembling  at  the  reports 
that  prevailed  of  its  vicinity,  I  was  secretly  praying  that  it 
might  not  be  distant,  and  would  have  felt  inexpressibly 
relieved  to  have  been  assured  that  it  was  within  a  few  miles 
of  Brussels. 

But  it  was  in  vain  we  attempted  to  discover  where  it 
really  was.  Some  people  said  it  was  only  six,  some  that  it 
was  ten,  and  some  that  it  was  twenty  miles  off.  Numbers 
of  people  in  carriages  and  on  horseback  had  gone  out  several 
miles  on  the  road  which  the  army  had  taken,  and  all  of 
them  had  come  back  in  perfect  ignorance  of  the  real  circum- 
stances of  the  case,  and  with  some  ridiculous  report,  which, 
for  a  time,  was  circulated  as  the  truth.  No  authentic  intel- 
ligence could  be  gained ;  and  every  minute  we  were  assailed 
with  the  most  absurd  and  contradictory  stories.  One  moment 
we  heard  that  the  allied  army  had  obtained  a  complete 
victory ;  that  the  French  had  been  completely  repulsed,  and 
had  left  twenty  thousand  dead  upon  the  field  of  battle. 
Gladly  would  I  have  believed  the  first  part  of  this  story,  but 
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the  twenty  thousand  dead  I  could  not  swallow.  Then  again  we 
were  told  that  the  French,  180,000  strong,  had  attacked  the 
British,  that  the  Belgians  had  abandoned  their  arms  and  fled, 
that  our  troops  were  literally  cut  to  pieces,  and  that  the  French 
were  advancing  to  Brussels.  Then  an  English  gentleman 
stopped  his  carriage  to  tell  us,  that  he  had  been  out  farther 
than  anybody,  and  that  he  had  actually  seen  the  engagement, 
which  was  between  the  French  and  the  Prussians,  and  that 
old  Blucher  had  given  the  rascals  a  complete  beating.  We 
had  not  gone  ten  paces  farther,  before  another  man,  in  a 
great  hurry,  advised  us  to  set  off  instantly  if  we  wished  to 
make  our  escape ;  that  he  was  on  the  point  of  going,  for  that 
certain  intelligence  had  been  received  ''  that  the  French 
had  won  the  battle,  and  that  our  army  was  retreating  in  the 
utmost  confusion."  I  never  remember  to  have  felt  so  angry 
in  my  life ;  and  I  indignantly  exclaimed,  that  such  a  report 
deserved  only  to  be  treated  with  contempt,  and  that  it  must 
be  false,  for  that  the  English  would  never  retreat  in  confusion. 
The  man  seemed  a  little  ashamed  of  himself,  and  Mr.  H. 
advised  him  "  by  all  means  to  take  care  of  himself,  and  set 
off  directly."  We  hastened  on.  Presently  we  met  another  of 
Mr.  H.'s  wise  friends,  who  assured  us,  with  a  face  of  the 
greatest  solemnity,  "  that  the  day  was  going  against  us;  that 
the  battle  was  as  good  as  lost;  that  our  troops  had  been 
driven  back  from  one  position  after  another ;  and  that  the 
artillery  and  baggage  had  commenced  the  retreat;  that  all 
the  horses  would  be  seized  for  the  service  of  the  army ;  and 
that  in  two  hours  it  would  be  impossible  to  get  away."  All 
this  time  we  could  hear  nothing  of  what  was  really  passing ; 
or  these  idle  tales  and  unfounded  rumours  were  unworthy 
of  a  moment's  attention,  and  did  not  give  us  a  moment's 
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alarm. ;  but  the  poor  Belgians,  not  knowing  what  to  make 
of  all  this,  and  nearly  frightened  out  of  their  senses,  firmly 
expected  the  French  in  Brussels  before  the  morning;  for 
their  terror  of  them  was  so  great  and  so  deeply  rooted,  that 
they  believed  nothing  on  earth  could  stop  their  advance. 

This  dreadful  uncertainty  and  Ignorance  of  the  truth  made 
us  truly  wretched.  Nobody  knew  anything  of  the  actual 
state  of  affairs.  Nobody  could  tell  where  our  army  was 
engaged,  nor  under  what  circumstances,  nor  against  what 
force,  nor  whether  separately  or  conjointly  with  the  Prus- 
sians, nor  which  side  was  gaining  the  advantage.  We  knew 
nothing,  except  that  there  was  a  battle,  and  that  at  no  great 
distance  from  us ;  for  that  the  unceasing  cannonade  too  cer- 
tainly proved.  Anxiously  and  vainly  we  looked  for  news 
from  the  army — none  arrived.  The  consternation  of  the 
people  was  not  to  be  described.  "  The  cannonade  is  ap- 
proaching nearer  !"  they  exclaimed.  *'  Hark  !  how  loud 
was  that  peal !  There,  again  !  Our  army  must  be  retreat- 
ing. Good  heavens !  what  will  become  of  us  !"  On  every 
side,  in  the  tones  of  terror  and  despondency,  we  heard  these 
exclamations  repeated.  Heard  through  the  density  and 
stillness  of  the  evening  air,  the  cannonade  did,  in  fact,  seem 
to  approach  nearer,  and  become  more  tremendous.  During 
the  whole  evening  we  wandered  about  the  Pare,  or  stood  in 
silence  on  the  ramparts,  listening  to  the  dreadful  thunder  of 
the  battle.  At  length  it  became  less  frequent.  How  often 
did  we  hope  it  had  ceased,  and  vainly  flatter  ourselves  that 
each  peal  was  the  last !  when,  again,  after  an  awful  pause,  a 
louder,  a  longer  roar  burst  on  our  ears,  and  it  raged  more 
tremendously  than  ever.     To  our  great  relief,  about  half- 
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past  nine,  it  became  fainter  and  fainter,  and  at  last  entirely 
died  away. 

After  we  had  returned  to  the  hotel,  Sir  Neil  Campbell, 
who,  in  our  absence,  had  been  twice  at  our  rooms  and  in 
the  Pare  in  search  of  us,  good-naturedly  came  again,  to  tell 
us  that  he  had  met  Sir  G.  Scovell,  who  had  left  the  field 
with  orders  from  Brussels  about  half-past  five,  and  that  so 
far  "  all  was  well."  The  French  army  had  encountered  our 
troops  on  their  march,  upon  the  high  road,  about  fifteen  miles 
from  Brussels.  The  92nd  and  42nd  Highland  regiments 
were  the  first  in  order  of  march.  These  brave  men  imme- 
diately made  a  stand,  formed  into  squares,  received  the 
furious  onset  of  the  French  with  undaunted  intrepidity,  and 
alone  sustained  the  fight,  until  the  Royal  Scots,  the  28th, 
and  some  other  regiments,  came  up  to  support  them.  Every 
regiment,  as  it  arrived,  instantly  formed  and  fought ;  and 
though  the  English  had  been  taken  by  surprise,  unprepared, 
unconcentrated  ;  without  cavalry,  and  with  scarcely  any 
artillery;  and,  though  the  enemy  outnumbered  them  far 
beyond  all  computation,  they  had  not  yielded  an  inch  of 
ground,  and  they  were  still  fighting  in  the  fullest  confidence 
of  success.  "  There  can  be  no  doubt  of  their  repulsing  the 
French,"  said  Colonel  Scovell,  *'  but  nothing  of  any  im- 
portance can  be  done  till  the  cavalry  come  up,  which  it  is 
expected  they  will  do  this  evening.  To-morrow  the  engage- 
ment will  most  probably  be  renewed,  and  I  hope  it  will 
prove  decisive."  The  Duke,  he  said,  who  was  in  excellent 
spirits,  was  to  sleep  to-night  at  Genappe. 

Certainly  no  other  troops  but  the  English,  without  any 
cavalry,  and  with  very  little  artillery,  would  have  thought 
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themselves  sure  of  repulsing  an  enemy  with  both,  and  with 
an  almost  countless  superiority  of  numbers :  and  most  cer- 
tainly none  but  the  English  could  have  achieved  it.  It  is  a 
perversion  of  words  to  call  the  troops  engaged  in  the  battle 
of  Quatre  Bras  the  English  army.  During  the  greater  part 
of  the  day  a  few  regiments  only,  a  mere  handful  of  men, 
were  opposed  to  the  immense  masses  the  French  continually 
poured  down  against  them ;  but  they  formed  impenetrable 
squares,  which  were  in  vain  attacked  by  the  French  cavalry, 
*'  steel-clad  cuirassiers,"  and  infantry  ;  and  against  which 
tremendous  showers  of  shot  and  shell  descended  in  vain. 

The  92nd,  42nd,  79th,  the  28th,  the  95th,  and  the  Royal 
Scots,  were  the  first,  and  most  hotly,  engaged.*  For  several 
hours  these  brave  troops  alone  maintained  the  tremendous 
onset,  and  the  shock  of  the  whole  French  army,  and  to  their 
determined  valour  Belgium  owes  her  independence,  and  Eng- 
land her  glory.  I  do  not,  however,  mean  to  give  them 
exclusive  praise.  I  do  not  doubt  that  had  the  post  of  ho- 
nour fallen  upon  other  British  regiments,  they  would  have 
acquitted  themselves  equally  well :  but  let  honour  be  paid 
where  it  is  so  justly  due.  Let  England  be  sensible  of  the 
vast  debt  of  gratitude  she  owes  them ;  and  let  the  names  of 
those  who  perished  there  be  enrolled  in  the  long  list  of  her 
noblest  heroes !  The  92nd,  42nd,  and  79th  Highland  regi- 
ments had  suffered  most  severely.  They  had  received  the 
furious  and  combined  attack  of  the  French  cavalry  and 
infantry,  from  first  to  last,  with  undaunted  firmness,  till, 
after  supporting  this  unequal  contest  the  whole  day,  after 
making  immense  havoc  among  their  columns,  and  repeatedly 
charging  and  driving  them  back  in  confusion,  they  had  them- 
selves fallen,  overpowered  by  numbers,  and  among  heaps  of 
»  [The  32nd  and  44th  should  be  added.— Ed.] 
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the  slaughtered  enemy,  on  the  very  spot  where  they  first 
stood  to  arms ;  and  we  were  told  that  they  were,  almost  to  a 
man,  cut  to  pieces.  With  grief  and  horror,  not  to  be  de- 
scribed, we  thought  of  these  gallant  soldiers  whom,  in  the 
morning,  we  had  seen  march  out  so  proudly  to  battle,  and 
who  were  now  lying  insensible  in  death  on  the  plains  of 
Quatre  Bras.  They  had  fought,  and  they  had  fallen,  as 
became  the  same  noble  spirits  who  had  wrested  from  the 
same  vaunting  foe  the  standard  of  the  Invincibles  on  the 
sands  of  Egypt.  They  were  gallantly  supported  by  the  28th, 
who,  on  the  same  soil^  as  well  as  in  the  long  campaigns  of 
Spain,  had  gained  immortal  honour,  and  who  particularly 
distinguished  themselves  in  this  day's  battle  by  their  com- 
plete repulse  of  the  French  cuirassiers,  who,  though  clad  in 
mail,  and  '*  armed  at  all  points  precisely  cap-a-pie,"  were 
driven  back  with  immense  loss  from  every  attack,  and  uni- 
formly gave  way  before  the  dreaded  British  charge  with  the 
bayonet.  One  regiment  of  raw  Belgic  troops  had  turned 
and  fled  where  they  had  the  finest  opportunity  of  charging. 
I  confess  I  was  not  sorry  to  hear  that  these  recreant 
Belgians  had,  almost  to  a  man,  been  cut  to  pieces  by 
the  very  French  troops  they  had  not  courage  to  face.  The 
fate  of  cowards  is  unpitied.  The  consequences  of  their  mis- 
conduct had,  however,  been  retrieved  by  part  of  Sir  Thomas 
Picton's  division,*  which  regained  the  post  they  had  lost, 
though  with  considerable  slaughter. 

After  hearing  this  account  our  spirits  completely  revived,  I 

*  Consisting  of  the  28th,  32nd,  79th,  95th,  a  hattalion  of  the  1st,  or  Royal 
Scots,  the  42nd,  92nd,  and  the  2nd  battalion  of  the  44th,  and  a  battalion 
of  Hanoverians.  It  was  the  first  division  which  arrived,  and,  during  the 
principal  part  of  the  day,  it  was  the  only  part  of  the  British  army  engaged. 
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scarcely  knew  why ;  for,  except  in  the  new  proof  we  had  just 
had  of  invincible  British  valour  and  firmness,  there  was 
nothing  to  inspire  satisfaction  or  confidence.  We  had  just 
learned,  beyond  all  doubt,  the  truth  of  the  alarming  report, 
that  the  Prussians  were  separately  engaged  with  another 
division  of  the  enemy,  which  completely  outnumbered  them. 
Thus  the  allied  armies  seemed  to  be  effectually  cut  off,  and 
prevented  from  assisting  each  other,  or  acting  in  concert. 
The  French  then,  whose  combined  numbers  report  mag- 
nified to  ISOjOOO,  were  on  two  sides  of  us,  at  the  distance  of 
only  three  hours'  march  from  Brussels.  Their  army  was 
collected,  combined,  concentrated,  and  well-appointed.  The 
Prussians  and  the  English  were  surprised,  separated,  dispersed, 
and  unprepared  ;  the  latter  were  destitute  of  cavalry,  ill-sup- 
ported by  artillery,  and  with  an  appalling  inferiority  even  of 
infantry;  and  these  too  partly  composed  of  Belgians,  who 
seemed  to  make  a  practice  of  running  away.  Yet,  in  spite  of 
all  these  disadvantages,  they  had  bravely  stood  the  first 
brunt  of  the  battle,  and  we  felt  the  firm  assurance  that  they 
would  eventually  triumph. 

Colonel  Scovell  had  left  the  army  at  half-past  five  ;  the 
battle,  or  at  least  the  cannonading,  had  lasted  till  about  ten; 
and  our  anxiety  to  know  its  results,  our  impatience  for  further 
news  from  the  army,  may  be  imagined  ;  but  no  later  intelli- 
gence arrived ;  we  could  hear  nothing  but  vague  reports  of 
defeat,  disaster,  and  dismay,  to  which,  as  they  were  founded 
upon  no  authority,  we  paid  no  attention.  Sir  Neil  Campbell 
was  going  to  join  the  army,  like  many  others  who  had  no 
business  there : — he  was  to  set  off  at  one  in  the  morning,  so 
that  we  should  see  him  no  more,  and  what  was  infinitely 
worse,  receive  no  more,  through  him,  immediate  and  au- 
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thentlc  intelligence  of  all  that  was  known.  lii  this  respect  lie 
was  a  great  loss  to  us ;  for  he  was  indefatigable  in  bringing  us 
news,  and  took  unwearied  pains  to  be  of  use  to  us  in  every 
possible  way. 

Late  as  it  was  we  went  to  see  Mrs.  H.,  whom  we  knew 
to  be  in  great  alarm.  We  found  her  sitting  surrounded  by 
plate,  which  she  was  vainly  trying  to  acquire  sufficient  com- 
posure to  pack  up,  with  a  face  pale  with  consternation,  and 
quite  overcome  with  agitation  and  distress.  We  did  all  we 
could  to  assist,  and  said  all  we  could  to  console  and  reassure 
her.  Mr.  H.  had  gone  out  towards  the  army,  and,  late  as  it 
was,  had  not  yet  returned.  We  stayed  with  her  some  time, 
and  had  the  satisfaction  of  leaving  her  in  much  better  spirits 
than  we  found  her. 

My  brother  had  engaged,  and  made  an  agreement  to  pay 
for,  horses,  upon  the  condition  of  their  being  in  readiness 
to  convey  us  to  Antwerp  at  a  moment's  warning,  by  day  or 
night,  if  required.  We  had  not,  however,  the  smallest  inten- 
tion of  leaving  Brussels  for  some  days  to  come,  unless  some 
sudden  and  unexpected  change  In  public  events  should  render 
it  absolutely  necessary.  Thinking  it,  however,  prudent  to 
be  prepared,  we  had  sent  our  valet  de  place  to  la  blanchls- 
eeuse  to  desire  her  to  send  home  everything  belonging  to 
us  early  in  the  morning.  La  blanchisseuse  sent  back  a 
message  literally  to  this  effect, — "  Madame,"  said  the  valet, 
addressing  himself  to  me  in  French,  ^^  the  blanchisseuse  says, 
that  if  the  English  should  beat  the  French,  she  will  iron 
and  plait  your  clothes,  and  finish  them  for  you  ;  but  if,  au 
contraire,  these  vile  French  should  get  the  better,  then  she 
will  assuredly  send  them  all  back  quite  wet — tout  mouill^. — 
early  to-morrow  morning."     At  this  speech,  which  the  valet 
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Slivered  with  immoveable  gravity,  we  all,  with  one  accord, 
burst  out  a  laughing,  irresistibly  amused  to  find  that  amongst 
the  important  consequences  of  Buonaparte's  gaining  the  vic- 
tory, would  be  our  clothes  remaining  unplaited  and  un- 
ironed  ;  and  that  the  British  were,  in  a  manner,  fighting,  in 
order  that  the  getting  up  of  our  fine  linen  might  be  properly 
performed.  The  valet,  as  soon  as  he  could  obtain  a  hearing, 
went  on  to  say,  that  he  sincerely  hoped  we  should  get  our 
clothes  dried  and  finished,  and  that  the  English  would  beat 
*'  cos  diables  de  Frangais  ;"  but  this  seemed  quite  a  secondary 
consideration  with  the  valet,  compared  with  ironing  our 
clothes,  and  we  were  again  seized  with  an  uncontrollable  fit 
of  laughter.  Even  the  valet's  long  face  of  dismay  relaxed 
into  something  like  a  smile,  and,  as  he  left  the  room,  he  said 
to  himself,  "  Mais  ces  demoiselles  sont  bien  enjouees." 

It  was  half-past  twelve  ;  and  hopeless  now  of  hearing  any 
further  news  from  the  army,  we  were  preparing  to  retire  to 
rest — but  rest  was  a  blessing  we  were  not  destined  to  enjoy 
in  Brussels.  We  were  suddenly  startled  by  the  sound  of  the 
rapid  rolling  of  heavy  military  carriages  passing  at  full  speed 
through  the  Place  Royale  : — a  great  tumult  instantly  took 
place  among  the  people  below  ;  the  baggage  waggons,  which 
we  knew  were  not  to  set  off,  except  in  a  case  of  emergency, 
were  harnessed  in  an  instant,  and  the  noise  and  tumult  be- 
came every  instant  more  alarming.  For  some  minutes  we 
listened  in  silence  :  faster  and  faster,  and  louder  and  louder, 
the  long  train  of  artillery  continued  to  roll  through  the  town : 
— the  cries  of  the  affrighted  people  increased.  I  hastily 
flew  out  to  inquire  the  cause  of  this  violent  commotion.  The 
first  person  I  encountered  was  a  poor,  scared  fiUe  de  chambre, 
nearly  frightened  out  of  her  wits.     "Ah,  madame!"  she 
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exclaimed,  *^  les  Frangois  sont  tout  pres  ;  dans  une  petite 
demi-heure  ils  seront  ici. — Ah,  grand  Dieu!  Ali,  Jesus! 
Jesus !  que  ferons  -  nous !  que  ferons  -  nous  !"  In  vain  I 
eagerly  asked  how  she  knew,  or  why  she  believed,  or  from 
whence  this  news  came,  that  the  French  were  near  ?  She 
could  only  reiterate,  again  and  again,  *'  Les  Frangois  sont 
tout  pres — les  Frangois  sont  tout  pres !"  my  questions  were 
unanswered  and  unheard  ;  but  suddenly  recollecting  herself, 
she  earnestly  besought  us  to  set  off  instantly,  exclaiming, 
^^  Mais,  mesdames,  vous  etes  Anglaises — il  faut  partir  tout  de 
suite — tout  de  suite,^^  she  repeated,  with  great  emphasis  and 
gesticulation,  and  then  resumed  her  exclamations  and  lamen- 
tations. 

As  I  flew  down  stairs  the  house  seemed  deserted.  The 
doors  of  the  rooms  (which  in  foreign  hotels  are  not  only  shut, 
but  locked)  were  all  wide  open  ;  the  candles  were  burning 
upon  the  tables,  and  the  solitude  and  silence  which  reigned 
in  the  house  formed  a  fearful  contrast  to  the  increasing  tu- 
mult without.  At  the  bottom  of  the  staircase  a  group  of 
affrighted  Belgians  were  assembled,  all  crowding  and  talking 
together  with  Belgic  volubility.  They  cried  out  that  news 
had  arrived  of  the  battle  having  terminated  in  the  defeat  'of 
the  British  ;  that  all  the  artillery  and  baggage  of  the  army 
were  retreating  ;  and  that  a  party  of  Belgians  had  just  en- 
tered the  town,  bringing  intelligence  that  a  large  body  of 
French  had  been  seen  advancing  through  the  woods  to 
take  Brussels,  and  that  they  were  only  two  leagues  off.  In 
answer  to  my  doubts  and  my  questions,  they  all  exclaimed, 
"  Ah !  c'est  trop  vrai ;  c'est  trop  vrai.  Ne  restez  pas  ici, 
mademoiselle,  ne  restez  pas  ici ;  partez,  eloignez  vous  vite : 
c'est  afFreux !" 
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^M^Iaia  demain  matin "  I  began. 

^*Ah!  demain  matin,"  eagerly  interrupted  a  little  good- 
humoured  Belgic  woman  belonging  to  the  hotel — *^  demain 
matin  il  n'y  aura  pas  plus  le  tems — une  autre  heure  peut-etre, 
et  il  ne  sera  pas  plus  possible  de  partir."  "  Ecoutez,  made- 
moiselle, ecoutez!"  they  cried,  turning  paler  and  paler  as  the 
thundering  noise  of  the  artillery  increased.  At  this  moment 
several  people,  among  whom  were  some  English  gentlemen 
and  servants,  rushed  past  us  to  the  stables,  calling  for  their 
carriages  to  be  got  ready  instantly.  "  Appretes  les  chevaux, 
tout  de  suite — Vite !  vite !  il  n'a  pas  un  moment !"  was 
loudly  repeated  in  all  the  hurry  of  fear.  These  people  con- 
firmed the  alarm.  I  sent  for  our  cocher,  and  most  reluc- 
tantly we  began  to  think  that  we  must  set  off ;  when  we 
found,  to  our  inexpressible  joy,  that  the  long  trains  of  artil- 
lery, which  still  continued  to  roll  past  with  the  noise  of 
thunder,  were  not  flying  from  the  army,  but  advancing  to 
join  it.  It  is  impossible  to  conceive  the  blessed  relief  this 
intelligence  gave  us.  From  that  moment  we  felt  assured 
that  the  army  was  safe,  and  our  fears  for  ourselves  were  at  an 
end.  My  brother,  who  had  been  roused  from  his  sleep,  and 
who,  like  many  other  people,  had  been  running  about  half- 
dressed,  and  was  still  standing  in  his  nightcap,  in  much  per- 
plexity what  to  do,  now  went  to  bed  again  with  great  joy, 
declaring  he  was  resolved  to  disturb  himself  no  more  about 
these  foolish  alarms. 

We  were  now  perfectly  incredulous  as  to  the  whole  story 
of  the  French  having  been  seen  advancing  through  the 
woods  to  take  Brussels;  but  the  Belgians  still  remained  con- 
vinced of  it  ;  and  though  they  difiered  about  how  it  would 
be  done,  they  all  agreed  that  Brussels  would  be  taken. 
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Some  of  them  said  that  the  British,  and  some  that  the 
Prussians,  had  been  defeated,  and  some  that  both  of  them  had 
been  defeated,  and  that  the  French,  having  broken  through 
their  lines,  were  advancing  to  take  Brussels ;  others  believed 
that  Buonaparte,  while  he  kept  the  allies  employed,  had  sent 
round  a  detachment,  under  cover  of  night,  by  a  circuitous 
route,  to  surprise  the  town  ;  but  it  seemed  to  be  the  general 
opinion,  that  before  morning  the  French  would  be  here.  The 
town  was  wholly  undefended,  either  by  troops  or  fortifications; 
it  was  well  known  to  be  Napoleon's  great  object  to  get  pos- 
session of  it,  and  that  he  would  leave  no  means  untried  to 
effect  it.  The  battle  had  been  fought  against  the  most  fear- 
ful disparity  of  numbers,  and  under  the  most  disadvantageous 
circumstances  to  the  British.  Its  event  still  remained  un- 
known ;  above  all,  no  intelligence  from  our  army  had  arrived. 
Under  such  circumstances  it  was  not  surprising  that  the 
general  despondency  should  be  so  great  ;  while  continual 
rumours  of  defeat,  disaster,  and  dismay,  and  incessant  alarms, 
only  served  to  confirm  their  worst  fears.  As  the  French, 
however,  had  not  yet  come,  this  panic  in  some  degree  sub- 
sided, and  comparative  quietness  seemed  to  be  restored. 
Great  alarm,  however,  continued  to  prevail  through  the 
whole  night,  and  the  baggage  waggons  stood  ready  har- 
nessed to  set  oflF  at  a  moment's  notice.  Several  persons  took 
their  departure,  but  we  quietly  went  to  bed.  My  sister,  how- 
ever, only  lay  down  in  her  clothes,  observing,  half  in  jest, 
and  half  in  earnest,  that  we  might,  perhaps,  be  awakened 
by  the  entrance  of  the  French  ;  and  overcome  with  fatigue, 
we  both  fell  fast  asleep.  Her  prediction  seemed  to  be 
actually  verified,  for  at  six  o'clock  we  were  roused  by  a 
violent  knocking  at  the  room-door,   accompanied  by  the 
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of  "  Les  Frangois  sont  ici !  les  Frangols  sont  ici !" 
Starting  out  of  bed,  the  first  sight  we  beheld  from  the  win- 
H^w  was  a  troop  of  Belgic  cavalry  galloping  from  the  army 
at  the  most  furious  rate,  through  the  Place  Royale,  as  if  the 
French  were  at  their  heels  ;  and  instantly  the  whole  train  of 
baggage  waggons  and  empty  carts,  which  had  stood  before 
our  eyes  so  long,  set  off,  full  speed,  by  the  Montague  de  la 
Cour,  and  through  every  street  by  which  it  was  possible  to 
effect  their  escape.  In  an  instant  the  whole  great  square  of 
the  Place  Royale,  which  had  been  crowded  with  men, 
horses,  carts,  and  carriages,  was  completely  cleared,  as  if  by 
magic,  and  entirely  deserted.  The  terrified  people  fled  in 
every  direction,  as  if  for  their  lives.  While  my  sister,  who 
had  never  undressed,  flew  to  rouse  my  brother,  and  I  threw 
on  my  clothes  I  scarcely  knew  how  ;  I  heard  again  the 
dreadful  cries  of  **  Les  Frangois  sont  ici  !  lis  s'emparent  de 
la  porte  de  la  ville  !"  My  toilet,  I  am  quite  certain,  did  not 
occupy  one  minute  ;  and  as  I  flew  down  stairs,  in  the  hope 
that  it  might  yet  be  possible  to  effect  our  escape,  I  met 
numbers  of  bewildered-looking  people  running  about  half- 
dressed  in  every  direction,  in  all  the  distraction  of  fear.  The 
men  with  their  nightcaps  on,  and  half  their  clothes  under 
their  arms ;  the  women  with  their  dishevelled  hair  hanging 
about  their  shoulders,  and  all  of  them  pale  as  death,  and 
trembling  in  every  limb.  Some  were  flying  down  stairs 
loaded  with  all  sorts  of  packages  ;  others  running  up  to  the 
garrets  sinking  under  the  accumulated  weight  of  the  most 
heterogeneous  articles.  The  poor  fille  de  chambre,  nearly 
frightened  out  of  her  senses,  was  standing  half-way  down 
the  stairs,  wringing  her  hands,  and  unable  to  articulate 
anything  but   "  Les   Frangois  !   les  Frangois  !"     A  little 
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lower,  another  woman  was  crying  bitterly,  and  exclaimed, 
as  I  passed  her,  *' Nous  sommes  tous  perdus!"  But  no 
language  can  do  justice  to  the  scene  of  confusion  which  the 
court  below  exhibited  :  masters  and  servants,  ladies  and 
stable-boys,  valets  and  soldiers,  lords  and  beggars ;  Dutch- 
men, Belgians,  and  Britons ;  bewildered  gar§ons  and  scared 
fiUes  de  chambre  ;  enraged  gentlemen  and  clamorous  coach- 
men ;  all  crowded  together,  jostling,  crying,  scolding,  squab- 
bling, lamenting,  exclaiming,  imploring,  swearing,  and  voci- 
ferating, in  French,  English,  and  Flemish,  all  at  the  same 
time.  Nor  was  it  only  a  war  of  words  ;  the  disputants  had 
speedily  recourse  to  blows,  and  those  who  could  not  get 
horses  by  fair  means  endeavoured  to  obtain  them  by  foul. 
The  unresisting  animals  were  dragged  away  half-harnessed. 
The  carriages  were  seized  by  force,  and  jammed  against  each 
other.  Amidst  the  crash  of  wheels,  the  volleys  of  oaths,  and 
the  confusion  of  tongues,  the  mistress  of  the  hotel,  with  a 
countenance  dressed  in  woe,  was  carrying  oflf  her  most  va- 
luable plate  in  order  to  secure  it,  ejaculating,  as  she  went, 
the  name  of  Jesus  incessantly,  and,  I  believe,  unconsciously; 
while  the  master,  with  a  red  nightcap  on  his  head,  and  the 
eternal  pipe  sticking  mechanically  out  of  one  corner  of  his 
mouth,  was  standing  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  a  silent 
statue  of  despair. 

Amidst  this  uproar  I  soon  found  out  our  cocher,  but,  to 
my  utter  consternation,  he  vehemently  swore,  "that  he 
would  neither  go  himself,  nor  let  his  horses  go  ;  no,  not  to 
save  the  King  of  Holland  himself;  for  that  the  French 
were  just  at  hand,  and  that  they  would  take  his  horses,  and 
murder  him  :"  and  neither  entreaties,  nor  bribes,  nor  argu- 
ments, nor  persuasions,  had  the  smallest  effect  upon  him  ; 
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lb  remained  inexorable,  and  so  did  numbers  of  the  fraternity. 
While  my  brother,  who  had  now  come  down  stairs,  was 
vainly  and  angrily  expostulating  with  him,  I  inquired  on 
all  sides,  and  of  all  people,  if  there  was  no  possibility  of  pro- 
curing other  horses.  The  good-natured  gargon  of  the  house 
exclaimed,  "  That  if  there  were  horses  to  be  had  in  Brussels, 
I  should  have  them ;"  and  away  he  ran  in  quest  of  them, 
while  I  continued  my  fruitless  inquiries.  In  a  little  while 
he  returned  disappointed  and  unsuccessful,  exclaiming,  with 
a  face  of  horror  that  I  shall  never  forget,  "  II  n'y  a  pas  un 
seul  cheval,  et  les  Frangois  sont  tout  pres  de  la  ville."  At 
this  moment  in  rushed  Mr.  H.,  in  an  agony  of  terror, 
pantingj  breathless,  and  exhausted,  crying  to  us  "that  his 
carriage  was  ready,  that  they  could  carry  one  of  us,  and  that 
we  must  come  away  instantly."  It  was  to  no  purpose  both 
he  and  I  implored  my  sister  to  accompany  them,  but  she  was 
inflexible.  Nothing  could  induce  her  to  go  without  us, 
and,  finding  she  was  immoveable,  Mr.  H.  ran  off  with  the 
good-natured  intention  of  taking  Lady  W.,  since  we 
refused  to  go  singly.  With  incredible  expedition,  one 
English  carriage  after  another  drove  off  at  full  speed,  and 
we  were  left  to  our  fate.  Of  the  rapid  approach  of  the 
enemy  we  could  not  entertain  the  smallest  doubt.  To  say 
I  was  frightened  is  nothing :  I  honestly  confess  I  never  knew 
what  terror  was  before.  Never  shall  I  forget  the  horror  of 
those  moments.  Our  own  immediate  danger,  and  all  the 
dreadful  list  of  uncertain,  undefined  evils  to  which  we  might 
be  exposed,  in  the  power  of  those  merciless  savages;  the 
anxiety,  the  distress,  and  despair  of  our  friends  at  home, 
joined  to  the  dreadful  idea  that  the  EngHsh  army  had 
been  overwhelmed  by  numbers,  defeated,  perhaps  cut  to 
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pieces,  agonised  my  mind  with  feelings  which  it  is  impos- 
sible to  describe.  Escape  seemed,  however,  impossible  : 
like  Richard,  I  would  have  gladly  given  my  kingdom  (if  I 
had  had  one)  for  a  horse,  or  at  least  for  a  pair;  but  no 
horses  were  to  be  had,  neither  for  love,  money,  nor  king- 
doms. 

In  the  midst  of  this  state  of  terror  and  suspense,  I  suddenly 
beheld  Major  Wylie.  If  an  angel  had  descended  from 
heaven  I  could  not  have  welcomed  him  with  more  transport. 
Hope  revived :  and,  springing  forward  to  meet  him,  I  ex- 
claimed :  "Oh!  Major  Wylie,  is  it  true?"  His  counte- 
nance inspired  little  comfort ;  he  looked  pale,  and  struck 
with  horror  and  consternation.  ^^God  forbid!"  he  ex- 
claimed :  "  I  hope  not.  I  do  not  believe  it ;  but  I  am 
going  to  inquire,  and  I  will  come  back  to  you  immediately." 
He  wrung  my  hand,  and  hurried  away.  In  the  mean  time 
I  flew  up-stairs  to  collect  all  our  things,  and  bundle  them 
together,  to  be  ready  for  instant  departure,  if  we  should  be 
able  to  procure  horses.  Never  was  packing  more  expedi- 
tiously performed:  I  am  certain  it  did  not  occupy  any- 
thing like  three  minutes.  With  the  help  of  the  valet  de 
place,  I  cranjmed  them  all  together,  wet  and  dry,. into  the 
travelling-bags,  trunks,  and  portmanteaus,  without  the  small- 
est ceremony. 

Every  minute  seemed  to  be  an  age,  till  at  last  Major  Wylie 
returned  with  the  blessed  assurance  that  it  was  a  false  alarm ; 
"  that  for  the  present,  at  least,  we  were  in  no  danger."  It  is 
quite  impossible  to  give  the  smallest  idea  of  the  transport  we 
felt  when  we  found  that  the  enemy  were  not  at  hand,  that 
our  army  was  not  defeated,  and  that  we  ourselves  were  not 
in  the  power  of  the  French.     I  never  can  forget  the  ecstasy 
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of  that  moment — the  bliss  of  that  deliverance,  and  the  inex- 
pressible comfort  of  those  feelings  of  safety  which  we  now 
enjoyed.  No  fabled  spirit,  emerging  from  the  dark  and  dis- 
mal regions  of  Pluto  to  the  brightness  and  beauty  of  the 
Elysian  Fields,  could  feel  more  transporting  joy  than  we  did 
when  "  the  spectre  forms  of  terror"  fled,  and  we  felt  secure 
from  every  danger.  From  two  English  gentlemen,  and  lastly 
from  Lord  C,  we  received  a  confirmation  of  these  happy 
tidings.  The  alarm  had  been  raised  by  those  dastardly 
Belgians  whom  we  had  seen  scampering  through  the  town, 
and  who  had  most  probably  been  terrified  by  the  same  forag- 
ing party  of  the  enemy  which,  as  we  were  afterwards  told, 
had  come  up  even  to  the  gates  of  the  city,  insolently  sum- 
moning it  to  surrender.  They  were  supposed  to  have  come 
from  the  side  of  the  Prussians  ;  and,  knowing  the  defenceless 
state  of  Brussels,  amused  themselves  with  this  bravado.  Their 
appearance  had  confirmed  the  alarm  beyond  all  doubt,  and 
given  rise  to  the  dreadful  cry  that  the  French  were  seizing 
on  the  gates  of  the  town.  The  panic  had  indeed  been  dread- 
ful, but  it  was  now  happily  over. 

Major  Wylie  again  attempted  to  go  to  the  Place  Royale, 
but  he  was  instantly  surrounded  by  a  clamorous  multitude, 
who,  knowing  him  by  his  dress  to  be  an  aide-de-camp  of  the 
Duke,  angrily  exclaimed,  "  What  is  the  reason  that  nothing 
is  done  for  our  security?  Are  we  to  be  left  here  abandoned 
to  the  enemy?  Are  we  to  be  given  up  to  the  French  in 
this  way?  Why  is  not  the  City  Guard  ordered  out  to  de- 
fend the  town  ?"  (The  City  Guard  to  defend  the  town  from 
the  French !)  We  could  not  help  laughing  at  the  idea  of 
the  excellent  defence  the  City  Guard  of  Brussels  would  make 
against  the  French  army.     But  the  frightened  and  enraged 
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Belgians  could  not  be  pacified,  and  they  beset  poor  Major 
Wylie  so  unmercifully  that  he  was  fain  to  retreat  again 
within  the  Hotel  de  Flandre. 

He  told  us  that  the  battle  of  yesterday  had  been  severe, 
and  most  obstinately  contested.  The  French,  whose  supe- 
riority of  force  was  so  great  as  to  surpass  all  computation, 
had  borne  down  with  dreadful  impetuosity  upon  our  little 
army.  "During  all  his  campaigns,  and  all  the  bloody 
battles  of  the  Peninsula,"  Major  Wylie  said,  "he  had 
never  seen  so  terrible  an  onset,  nor  so  desperate  an  engage- 
ment. The  British,  formed  into  impenetrable  squares,  re- 
ceived the  French  cavalry  with  their  bayonets  ;  drove  them 
back  again  and  again  ;  stood  firm  beneath  the  fire  of  their 
tremendous  artillery;  and,  after  many  hours'  hard  fighting, 
completely  repulsed  the  enemy,  and  remained  masters  of  the 
field  of  battle.^^  Our  cavalry  had  come  up  in  the  evening, 
but  too  late  to  take  any  part  in  the  action.  A  French 
general  and  colonel  had  come  over  to  the  British  during  the 
battle,  crying  "  Vive  le  Roi !"  Their  names  I  heard,  but 
they  have  since  escaped  my  memory  :*  indeed,  the  names 
of  men  who  were  base  enough  treacherously  to  desert  the 
cause  even  of  a  rebel  and  a  tyrant  in  the  hour  of  danger, 
which  they  had  openly  espoused,  ought  only  to  be  stamped 
with  everlasting  infamy.  These  men  must  have  been 
doubly  traitors,  first  to  Louis  XVIII.,  and  then  to  Napoleon 
Buonaparte. 

The   French  were  commanded  by  Marshal  Ney,t  who, 

*  Since  "writing  the  above,  I  have  found  that  the  names  of  these  officers 
were  Lientenant-General  Bourmont  and  Colonel  Clouet.  [See  Appendix,  A.] 

t  Ney,  in  his  own  account  of  this  battle,  says,  "  in  spite  of  my  exer- 
tions, in  spite  of  the  intrepidity  and  devotion  of  my  troops,  my  utmost 
exertions  could  only  maintain  me  in  my  position  till  the  close  of  the 
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with  three  divisions  of  infantry,  a  strong  corps  of  cavalry 
(under  the  command  of  General  Kellerman),  and  a  powerful 
artillery,  could  make  no  impression  on  one  division  of  British 
infantry,  without  any  cavalry,  and  with  very  little  artillery. 
It  was  but  too  true  that  the  greatest  part  of  the  brave  High- 
landers, both  men  and  officers,  were  amongst  the  killed  and 
wounded.  They  fought  like  heroes,  and  like  heroes  they 
fell — an  honour  to  their  country  :  and  on  many  a  Highland 
hill,  and  through  many  a  Lowland  valley,  long  will  the  deeds 
of  these  brave  men  be  fondly  remembered,  and  their  fate 
deeply  deplored!  The  28th  had  particularly  distinguished 
themselves,  and  gallantly  repulsed  the  French  in  every  at- 
tack. Our  friend  Major  Llewellyn  was  safe  ;  and  I  scarcely 
knew  whether  the  assurance  of  his  safety,  or  that  he  and  Sir 
Philip  Belson  had  been  in  time  for  the  battle,  gave  me  the 
most  heartfelt  pleasure.  Our  loss  had  been  severe,  but  that 
of  the  enemy  much  greater  ;  but  though  our  loss  was  less  in 
actual  numbers,  it  was  much  more  important  to  us  than  that 
which  the  enemy  had  sustained  was  to  them.  From  their 
great  superiority  of  force,  the  killed  and  wounded  fell  pro- 
portionably  heavier  on  our  small  army,  while  theirs  was 
scarcely  felt  among  their  tremendous  hosts. 

When  Major  Wylie  came  away,  about  half-past  four  in  the 
morning,  the  Duke  had  made  every  disposition  for  battle,  in 
the  full  expectation  that  a  general  engagement  would  take 
place  this  day.*  "  The  Prussians  had  fought  like  lions,"  Major 
Wylie  said ;  not,  however,  like  British  lions,  for  it  was  but 

day."  He  then  complains  grievously  of  having  had  only  three  divisions  to 
fight  against  the  British,  and  boasts  of  what  he  would  have  done  if  he  had 
had  five. — Vide  Marshal  Ney's  Letter. 

*  Subsequently,  the  news  of  the  defeat  and  retreat  of  the  Prussians 
obliged  the  Duke  of  Wellington  also  to  retreat,  to  keep  open  the  commu- 
nications with  Blucher. 
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too  true  that  they  had  been  defeated  and  repulsed,  though  we 
could  scarcely  at  the  time  give  entire  credit  to  this  disagree- 
able news.  Waggon-loads  of  Prussians  now  began  to  arrive. 
Belgic  soldiers,  covered  with  dust  and  blood,  and  faint  with 
fatigue  and  pain,  came  on  foot  into  the  town.  The  moment 
in  which  I  jSrst  saw  some  of  these  unfortunate  people  was,  I 
think,  one  of  the  most  painful  I  ever  experienced,  and  soon, 
very  soon,  they  arrived  in  numbers.  At  every  jolt  of  the 
slow  waggons  upon  the  rough  pavement  we  seemed  to  feel 
the  excruciating  pain  which  they  must  suffer.  Sick  to  the 
very  heart  with  horror,  I  re-entered  the  hotel,  and,  in  answer 
to  something  Major  Wylie  said  to  me,  I  could  only  exclaim 
that  the  wounded  were  coming  in.  "  Good  God !  how  pale 
you  look !  For  God's  sake  do  not  be  alarmed,"  said  the 
good-natured  Major  Wylie,  compassionately  laying  his  hand 
upon  my  arm;  "I  do  assure  you  there  is  nothing  to  fear. 
The  wounded  must  come  here  at  any  rate — it  has  nothing  to 
do  with  a  defeat."  Long  familiarised  himself  to  such  scenes, 
they  now  made  no  impression  upon  him,  and  it  never  oc- 
curred to  him  to  imagine  that  we  could  be  shocked  by  seeing 
anything  so  common  as  waggons  filled  with  wounded  soldiers. 
He  thought  it  was  the  victory  or  the  approach  of  the  French 
that  I  feared. 

Again,  however,  he  strongly  recommended  us  to  set  off 
immediately.  If  the  army  should  have  to  retreat,  and  fall 
back  upon  Brussels,  which,  considering  the  immense  force  of 
the  enemy,  he  said,  was  not  improbable,  the  confusion  in 
Brussels  would  be  dreadful,  and  escape  impossible.  The 
French  might  even  take  the  town,  and  then  our  situation 
would  be  horrible  indeed.  Of  the  prudence  and  wisdom  of 
this  advice  there  could  be  no  doubt.  We  had  experienced 
the  utter  impracticabiUty  of  getting  away  in  the  moment  of 
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danger  ;  we  knew  not  how  soon  that  moment  might  return. 
Had  we  ourselves  possessed  the  means  of  escape,  Hke  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  H.  and  others,  who  had  horses  of  their  own,  nothing 
could  have  induced  us  to  have  left  Brussels  to  the  last ;  but 
to  remain  exposed  to  incessant  alarm  and  to  imminent  danger, 
in  an  open  town,  which  before  night  might  be  in  pos- 
session of  a  merciless  enemy,  whose  formidable  armies  were 
threatening  it  in  two  separate  divisions,  at  the  distance  of  a 
very  few  leagues,  seemed  certainly  little  less  than  madness. 
With  extreme  reluctance  we  at  last  determined  to  set  out  for 
Antwerp.  The  Wilsons,  though  they  had  carriage-horses, 
were  on  the  point  of  setting  off ;  the  carriages  of  Lady 
F.  S.  and  Lady  C.  were  also  at  their  doors,  the  trunks 
and  imperiales  were  tying  on  with  the  utmost  dispatch, 
though  they  had  at  all  times  the  means  of  escape  within 
their  power. 

Our  faithless  cocher  now  declared  he  was  willing  to  go 
with  us,  as  the  French,  he  said,  were  not  yet  come — and  to 
Antwerp  accordingly  we  consented  to  repair.  We  had  had 
no  breakfast  all  this  time,  nor  would  it  ever  have  occurred 
to  us  to  procure  any,  had  not  the  sight  of  Major  Wy lie's 
breakfast-tray  reminded  us  of  our  own  famishing  state.  We 
swallowed  some  coffee  and  bread,  sitting  on  one  of  the 
window-seats  of  the  staircase  of  the  Hotel  de  Flandre,  and 
then  with  great  regret  set  off,  casting  '^  many  a  longing, 
lingering  look  behind,"  with  feelings  of  anxiety  so  deep  and 
overwhelming  for  the  fate  and  success  of  our  army,  that  it 
engrossed  all  our  faculties.  Upon  the  event  of  the  impend- 
ing battle,  which  we  fully  believed  this  very  day  was  to 
decide,  depended  not  only  the  present  as  well  as  the  future 
peace  and  security  of  Belgium  and  of  Europe  ;  but,  what  I 
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confess  was  to  us  even  yet  more  dear,  the  safety  and  the 
glory  of  our  gallant  army.  Absorbed  in  these  reflections,  as 
we  slowly  made  our  way  out  of  the  town,  we  witnessed 
many  a  melancholy  sight ;  crowds  of  aiHicted  people  were 
assembled  round  their  poor  wounded  countrymen  who  had 
been  brought  in  from  the  field.  One  soldier  was  dying  at 
the  door  of  his  own  house:  the  sobs  and  lamentations  of 
some  of  the  crowd  who  were  collected  round  him,  and  the 
grief  marked  on  their  countenances,  proclaimed  them  to  be 
near  relations  of  the  unfortunate  sufferer.  Quite  in  the 
suburbs,  some  poor  people  were  hanging  over  the  insensible 
corpses  of  two  soldiers  who  had  died  of  their  wounds.  The 
streets  were  crowded  so  as  to  be  scarcely  passable  :  carriages 
were  driving  past  each  other  as  fast  as  the  horses  could  go. 
All  Brussels  seemed  to  be  running  away ;  and  the  only  com- 
petition appeared  to  be  who  should  run  the  fastest.  The 
road  was  thronged  with  people  on  horseback  and  on  foot 
flying  from  the  battle,  while  scattered  parties  of  troops, 
British,  Belgic,  Hanoverian,  Nassau,  and  Prussian,  were 
hurrying  to  the  scene  of  action.  A  great  number  of  Prus- 
sian Lancers,  with  their  black  mustachios,  high  caps,  long 
pikes,  and  little  horses,  were  pushing  forwards  to  the  field. 
Long  trains  of  commissariat  waggons  were  rolling  along  with 
a  deafening  clatter;  overturned  carts,  and  the  remains  of 
broken  wheels,  were  lying  in  the  ditches.  By  the  wayside, 
and  beneath  the  shade  of  some  tall  trees,  there  was  a  large 
rude  sort  of  encampment,  consisting  of  men  and  women, 
horses  and  waggons,  amongst  which  universal  uproar  seemed 
to  prevail.  I  could  have  fancied  them  a  Tartar  settlement 
in  the  act  of  suddenly  decamping  at  the  approach  of  some 
horde  of  savage  enemies.     Farther  on,  parks   of  artillery 
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were  drawn  up  in  the  peaceful  verdant  meadows.  Droves 
of  oxen  were  going  up  to  be  slaughtered  for  the  army,  and 
the  poor  beasts,  amazed  at  the  horrid  objects  and  noises 
which  they  encountered,  took  fright,  and  ran  about  in  every 
direction  except  the  right  one,  entirely  blocking  up  the  road, 
where  confusion  reigned  unbounded:  while  the  barking  of 
the  dogs,  the  blows  and  halloos  of  the  drivers,  the  curses  of 
the  soldiers,  and  the  vexation  of  the  passengers,  only  served 
ii  increase  the  turbulence  of  the  unruly  cattle.  The  canal, 
by  the  side  of  which  the  road  is  carried,  was  covered  with 
boats,  and  trackschuyts,  and  coches  d'eau,  and  vessels  of 
every  description,  and  presented  a  scene  of  tumult  and  con- 
fusion scarcely  inferior  to  that  upon  land. 

About  three  miles  from  Brussels,  situated  upon  an  emi- 
nence above  the  road,  we  passed  the  magnificent  palace  of 
Lacken.  I  shuddered  as  I  looked  up  to  its  lofty  dome,  and 
recollected  that  Napoleon  had  made  the  boast  that  this  very 
night  he  would  sleep  beneath  its  roof  Uncertain,  as  we 
then  were,  how  the  day  that  had  risen  might  terminate, 
believing  as  we  did  that  the  eventful  battle  was  even  now 
begun  which  was  to  decide  the  fate  of  Europe,  my  heart 
swelled  with  the  proud  confidence,  that  unprepared,  uncon- 
centrated,  outnumbered  as  they  were;  leagued  with  foreign- 
ers who  could  not  be  depended  upon,  and  with  alUes  who 
had  been  defeated,  yet  that  under  every  disadvantage  British 
valour  would  still  be  triumphant,  as  it  had  ever  been  in 
every  contest,  and  at  every  period.  Great  numbers  of 
wounded  stragglers  from  the  field  were  slowly  and  painfully 
wandering  along  the  road,  pale  and  faint  from  loss  of  blood, 
and  with  their  heads,  arms,  and  legs  bound  up  with  bloody 
bandages.     We  spoke  to  several  of  them,  but  they  were  all 
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either  Belgic  or  Prussian,  and  did  not  understand  a  word  of 
French.  Two  of  the  most  severely  wounded  we  took  upon 
our  carriage  and  carried  into  Malines,  where  they  told  the 
cocher  their  friends  lived.  From  him  we  learnt  that  they 
had  been  wounded  in  the  battle  yesterday  morning.  I  saw — 
I  am  sorry  to  say — one  young  English  gentleman,  who  was 
travelling  quite  alone  in  his  own  carriage,  sternly  order  down 
two  of  these  unfortunate  wounded  men  from  his  carriage. 

The  wounded,  however,  whom  we  saw,  were  able  to  move. 
In  time  they  would  reach  a  place  of  safety  and  shelter;  but, 
if  even  their  sufferings  were  so  great  that  the  very  sight  of 
them  was  painful,  what  must  be  the  state  of  those  who  were 
left  bleeding  on  the  field  of  the  lost  battle,  deserted  by  the 
retreating  Prussians,  passed  by,  unpitied  and  unaided,  by 
the  advancing  French,  and  abandoned  to  perish  in  sufferings 
from  the  bare  idea  of  which  humanity  recoils  !*  The  day 
was  unusually  sultry ;  but  if  we  felt  the  rays  of  the  sun  be- 
neath which  we  journeyed  to  be  so  oppressive,  what  must  be 
the  situation  of  the  poor  unsheltered  wounded,  exposed  to 
its  fervid  blaze  in  the  open  field,  without  even  a  drop  of 
water  to  cool  their  thirst?     What  must  be  the  sufferings  of 

*  Not  even  imagination  could  form  an  idea  of  the  dreadful  sufferings 
that  the  unfortunate  soldiers  of  the  French  and  Prussian  armies,  who  were 
wounded  in  the  battles  of  the  15th  and  16th  of  June,  were  condemned  to 
endure.  It  was  not  until  nearly  a  week  afterwards  that  surgical  aid,  or 
assistance  of  any  kind,  was  given  to  them.  During  all  this  time  they 
remained  exposed  to  the  burning  heat  of  the  noonday  sun,  the  heavy 
rains,  and  the  chilling  dews  of  midnight,  without  any  sustenance  except 
what  their  importunity  extorted  from  the  country  people,  and  without  any 
protection  even  from  the  flies  that  tormented  them.  Numbers  had  ex- 
pired; the  most  trifling  wounds  had  festered,  and  amputation  in  almost 
every  instance  had  become  necessary.  This,  and  every  other  necessary 
operation,  was  hastily  and  negligently  performed  by  the  Prussian  surgeons. 
The  description  I  heard  of  this  scene  of  horror,  from  some  respectable 
Belgic  gentlemen  who  were  spectators  of  it  on  the  Wednesday  following, 
is  too  dreadful  to  repeat. 
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our  own  unfortunate  men,  above  all,  of  those  who  were  not 
only  wounded  but  prisoners,  and  at  the  mercy  of  the  merci- 
less French?  Never — never  till  this  moment,  had  I  any 
conception  of  the  horrors  of  war !  and  they  have  left  an  im- 
pression on  my  mind  which  no  time  can  efface.  Dreadful, 
indeed,  is  the  sight  of  pain  and  misery  we  have  no  power  to 
reUeve,  but  far  more  dreadful  are  the  horrors  imagination 
pictures  of  the  scene  of  carnage ;  the  agonies  of  the  wounded 
and  the  dying  on  the  field  of  battle,  where  even  the  dead 
who  had  fallen  by  the  sword,  in  the  prime  of  youth  and 
health,  are  to  be  envied ! — the  thought  was  agony,  and  yet 
I  could  not  banish  it  from  my  mind. 

At  a  little  inn,  half-way  to  Malines,  we  got  out  of  the 
carriage  while  the  horses  were  eating  their  rye-bread,  and 
the  poor  people  of  the  village  crowded  around  us  with  faces 
of  the  greatest  consternation  and  distress,  to  inquire  what  had 
happened.  They  had  heard  such  varying  and  contradictory 
reports  that  they  knew  not  what  to  beUeve,  but  terror  was 
the  predominant  feeling ;  and  their  horror  of  the  approach 
of  the  French,  which  they  were  convinced  would  happen 
sooner  or  later,  surpassed  everything  I  could  have  imagined. 
In  spite  of  all  we  could  say  to  inspire  confidence,  and  to 
convince  them  that  the  Enghsh  had  been,  and  would  still  be, 
victorious,  and  that  the  French  would  never  again  be  masters 
of  Belgium,  their  apprehensions  completely  overpowered 
their  hopes;  and  their  alarm  and  consternation  were  truly 
pitiable.  I  asked  them  why  they  feared  the  French  so 
much?  With  one  accord  they  immediately  burst  out  into 
exclamations,  that  they  would  plunder  and  destroy  every- 
thing, and  rob  and  murder  them; — that  they  were  monsters, 
who  had  no  pity,  and  would  show  no  mercy: — "  Oh!  what 

K  2 
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will  become  of  us !  what  will  become  of  us !"  was  tlie  uni- 
versal cry  of  these  poor  affrighted  peasants.  They  were 
anxious  about  the  Duke  of  Brunswick,  and  when  they  heard 
that  he  had  really  fallen  (which  we  had  learnt  from  Major 
Wylie),  their  lamentations  were  great,  and  the  certainty  of 
his  fate  seemed  to  increase  their  despondency.  He  must 
have  been  a  good  prince  whose  fate  could  at  such  a  moment 
be  deplored.  He  had  a  country  seat  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  Lacken,  and  he  was  consequently  well  known  and  much 
beloved  in  this  part  of  the  country.  An  officer  in  a  dark 
military  great  coat,  whom  I  took  for  a  German,  hearing  me 
talk  to  some  poor  affrighted  women  with  babies  in  their 
arms,  whom  I  was  endeavouring  to  reassure,  asked  me  in 
French  if  I  had  come  from  Brussels,  and  what  was  the  issue 
of  yesterday's  battle?  I  told  him  all  the  particulars  I  knew, 
and  after  some  minutes'  conversation,  he  said  at  last,  with  the 
air  of  a  person  paying  a  compliment,  that  he  understood  some 
of  my  countrymen  had  behaved  most  gallantly :  "  comme 
braves  hommes,"  was  his  expression.  "  Some  of  my  coun- 
trymen !"  I  indignantly  exclaimed,  feeling  myself  turn  as  red 
as  fire  at  this  foreigner's  degrading  and  partial  praise  of  the 
British  army — "  they  all  behaved  most  gallantly,  they  fought 
like  heroes;  how  else  should  the  French  have  been  repulsed: 
and  when  did  the  EngHsh  behave  otherwise  ?"  "  The 
English  !  but  you  are  not  English  surely,  madame  ?"  said 
the  officer.  "  Oui,  monsieur,"  said  I,  proudly,  ^^  je  suis 
Anglaise."  "  Et  moi  aussi,"  said  he,  half  laughing ;  and 
during  the  short  time  our  conversation  lasted,  we  conde- 
scended to  make  use  of  our  mother-tongue.  He  proved  to 
be  an  English  officer  going  from  Antwerp  to  join  the  army, 
and  I  took  him  for  a  German,  chiefly  I  think  because  he 
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accosted  me  in  French,  and  because  lie  did  not  look  much 
like  an  Englishman.  Why  he  took  me  for  a  Belgian,  heaven 
only  knows:  it  was  not  likely  that  a  Belgic  lady  should  be 
speaking  in  French  to  the  Belgic  people,  rather  than  in  the 
common  language  of  the  country. 

A  party  of  Nassau  troops,  on  their  way  to  the  army,  were 
sitting  drinking  in  some  long  Flemish  w^aggons  at  the  door 
of  the  inn.  A  Prussian  hussar,  whom  we  had  passed  on  the 
road,  arrived  while  we  were  there.  The  moment  he  dis- 
mounted from  his  horse  he  was  assailed  by  the  Nassau  sol- 
diers for  news  of  the  battle.  While  he  was  telling  them  his 
story,  anxiety  for  intelligence  made  me  draw  as  near  as  I 
durst.  The  loud  voices  of  the  soldiers,  however,  drowned 
the  greater  part  of  his  recital,  and  their  language  was  so 
barbarous  that  I  could  only  make  out  that  they  were  making 
a  joke  of  Louis  XVIII.,  and  laughing  at  the  idea  of  the 
fright  he  would  be  in,  and  saying,  that  he  was  so  fat  and 
unwieldy  he  would  never  be  able  to  run  away  before  Na- 
poleon's long  legs  overtook  him.  The  hussar,  seeing  me, 
I  suppose,  gazing  at  him  very  wistfully,  respectfully  took  off 
his  cap,  which  encouraged  me  to  ask  him  if  I  had  not  mis- 
understood him,  that  I  thought  I  had  heard  him  say  the 
French  had  beaten  the  Prussians.  "  No,  madame,"  said  he, 
with  an  air  of  great  concern,  "  it  is  really  so;  the  French  have 
beaten  the  Prussians."  "  The  French  beat  the  Prussians !" 
I  exclaimed :  "  Did  you  say,  sir,  that  the  French  had  beaten 
the  Prussians?  are  you  sure  of  it?"  "Too  sure,  madame, 
for  I  was  in  the  battle."  I  now  perceived  for  the  first  time 
that  he  was  slightly  wounded ;  his  long  blue  cloak,  which 
nearly  descended  to  his  feet,  had  concealed  it.  He  told  us 
that,  after  a  desperate  engagement,  the  Prussians  had  been 
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repulsed  and  compelled  to  retreat,  and  that  the  French  were 
advancing  in  great  force.  We  had  repeatedly  heard  this  at 
Brussels  ;  but,  unwilling  to  believe  bad  news,  we  had  hoped 
it  would  prove  false,  and  even  yet  we  would  gladly  have 
taken  refuge  in  incredulity. 

The  gar§on  of  this  inn,  a  fine  youth,  with  a  most  engaging 
countenance,  was  in  great  anxiety  and  alarm  at  the  approach 
of  the  French,  and  he  implored  us  to  tell  him  the  whole 
truth;  for  if  they  should  come,  it  would  cost  him  his  life, 
and  he  would  fly  to  the  end  of  the  world  to  avoid  them.  We 
assured  him  that  the  French  had  been  repulsed  yesterday  by 
the  British,  when  our  force  was  not  half  collected,  and  that, 
now  that  the  cavalry  and  all  the  troops  had  joined  the  army, 
there  could  be  no  doubt  that  the  English  would  be  vic- 
torious. "  Ah  !  je  I'espke !"  said  the  gargon;  "  mais  ils  sent 
terribles,  ces  Frangois."  We  assured  him  that  terrible  as 
they  were,  they  would  never  conquer  the  British  and  Belgic 
army,  nor  regain  possession  of  Belgium.  The  garcon  fer- 
vently prayed  they  never  might: — "Mais,  je  ne  sais  quoi 
iaire,  moi,"  said  this  poor  youth  in  his  Belgic  French,  with 
a  face  of  extreme  perplexity,  as  we  drove  off*. 

Of  the  town  of  Malines  I  do  not  retain  the  smallest 
remembrance ;  but  the  consternation  of  the  people  with 
whom  it  was  crowded,  and  their  faces  of  terror  and  distress, 
I  shall  never  forget.  They  were  struck  with  universal 
dismay,  and  so  thoroughly  convinced  that  Napoleon  would 
be  victorious,  that  we  might  as  well  have  talked  to  the  winds 
as  have  told  them  that  he  would  be  defeated.  They  only 
shook  their  heads,  and  despondingly  said:  "Ah!  he  has  so 
many  soldiers,  and  he  is  so  desperate — and  he  cares  not  how 
many  thousands  he  sacrifices;  he  cares  for  nothing  but  his 
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ambition: — Oh!  he  will  be  here,  that  is  too  certain."  The 
gargon  of  this  inn  had  been  a  conscript,  and  served  two  years 
in  the  French  army.  At  the  expiration  of  that  period  he 
had  procured  a  substitute  for  one  thousand  florins,  which 
money,  I  suspect,  he  had  amassed  by  plunder.  He  was,  how- 
ever, a  most  inteUigent  man,  and  his  hatred  of  the  French, 
and  of  Napoleon  in  particular,  was  so  strong,  that  he  could 
not  refrain  from  pouring  out  a  most  eloquent  torrent  of  in- 
vective against  him :  "  And  throughout  the  whole  of  Belgium 
he  is  equally  dreaded  and  detested  in  every  place — except  at 
Antwerp,"  added  he,  correcting  himself;  "  there  he  has  some 
adherents,  for  many  people  grew  rich  by  the  public  works, 
and  by  making  the  docks,  and  building  the  ships,  and  sup- 
plying the  arsenal ;  and  many  grew  rich  upon  the  distresses 
of  the  people — and  therefore  they  wish  for  him  back  again." 
My  brother  observed  that  he  had  certainly  done  a  great  deal 
for  Antwerp,  and  made  great  improvements,  and  he  par- 
ticularly mentioned  the  docks  and  the  quays. 

"Yes!  he  did  a  great  many  fine  things,  to  be  sure,  at 
Antwerp,  and  he  took  care  to  make  us  pay  for  them.  Au 
reste,"  continued  he,  "  the  people  of  Antwerp,  that  is,  the 
merchants  and  the  manufacturers,  and  all  the  decent,  indus- 
trious people,  hate  him  with  their  whole  hearts.**  "  And 
why  do  the  Boigians  hate  him  so  much?"  I  asked.  "  Why  I 
because  he  stopped  our  trade;  he  ruined  our  manufactures 
and  commerce ;  he  took  our  men  to  fight  his  battles,  and  our 
money  to  fill  his  pockets ;  and  he  took  from  us  the  means  to 
get  money:  here,  in  this  very  town,  the  lace  manufacturers 
were  starved ;  the  work-women  had  no  employment ;  our 
streets  were  filled  with  beggars;  our  priests  were  insulted: 
he  destroyed,  he  consumed  everything."    "  II  a  mange  tout/' 
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was  the  phrase  he  frequently  repeated,  with  an  expression  of 
hatred  in  his  voice  and  gesture  so  strong  that  I  can  give  no 
idea  of  it.  "  But  he  cannot  live  without  war,  nor  can  the 
French ;  it  is  their  trade ;  they  live  by  it ;  they  make  their 
fortunes  by  it;  they  place  all  their  ^hopes  in  it;  they  are 
wolves  that  prey  upon  other  nations ;  they  live  by  blood  and 
plunder:  they  are  true  banditti  (vrais  brigands),  and  they 
are  so  cruel,  so  wicked — ils  sont  si  mechans."  It  is  impossible 
to  give  the  force  of  this  expression  in  a  literal  translation. 
When  we  asked  him  if  the  Belgians  did  not  dislike  the 
Dutch,  and  if  the  government  of  the  House  of  Orange  was 
not  unpopular,  he  said,  "  Je  vous  dirai,  monsieur  :  Les  Hol- 
landais  et  les  Beiges  never  liked  each  other,  and  one  great 
reason  is  the  difference  of  our  religion.  They  think  us 
Papists  and  bigots,  and  we  think  them  Puritans  and  Cal- 
vinists ;  besides,  we  were  always  rivals,  and  always  jealous  of 
each  other,  and  we  think  (c'est  a  dire  les  Beiges)  that  their 
king  becoming  our  king,  is,  as  if  we  had  fallen  under  their 
dominion.  If  we  may  not  be  an  independent  nation,  we 
would,  perhaps,  rather  belong  to  the  English,  or  to  the 
Austrians ;  but  we  would  rather  belong  to  anything — to  the 
devil  himself — than  to  Napoleon  Buonaparte." 

The  poor  lace-makers  whom  we  saw  were  in  nervous 
trepidation  at  the  expected  approach  of  the  dreaded  French, 
whom  they  reviled  with  all  the  bitterness  and  volubility  of 
female  eloquence.  The  same  sentiments  were  written  upon 
every  countenance,  and  uttered  by  every  tongue.  In  every 
village  and  every  hamlet  through  which  we  passed,  the 
utmost  consternation  seemed  to  reign.  We  met  officers  on 
horseback,  and  detachments  of  troops  marching  to  join  the 
army.     It  was  with  difficulty  I  refrained  from  beseeching 
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them  to  hasten  forwards:  it  seemed  to  me  that  every  man 
was  of  importance.  At  another  time  I  might  have  been 
interested  with  seeing  the  country;  but  now — I  could  not 
look  at  it — I  could  not  think  of  it ;  and  as  my  eye  rested 
with  a  vacant  gaze  upon  the  waving  fields  of  luxuriant  corn 
tlirough  which  we  passed,  I  could  only  feel  the  heart- 
sickening  dread,  that  the  harvests  of  Belgium,  though  they 
had  been  sown  in  peace,  would  be  reaped  in  blood.  We 
had  every  reason  to  think  that  the  mortal  struggle  had  been 
renewed;  Lord  Wellington  himself,  the  whole  army  ex- 
pected it.  How  then  was  it  possible,  believing,  as  we  did, 
that,  within  a  few  leagues  of  us,  the  battle  was  at  that  time 
raging  that  was  to  decide  the  fate  of  Europe,  and  give  or 
take  from  our  gallant  countrymen  the  palm  of  victory  and  of 
glory — that  we  could  for  a  single  instant  feel  the  smallest 
interest  about  anything  else  ? 

At  a  distance,  we  saw  the  lofty  spire  of  the  cathedral  of 
Antwerp,  without  then  admiring  its  beauty,  or  even  being 
conscious  that  it  was  beautiful.  We  looked,  we  felt,  indeed, 
like  moving  automatons.  Our  persons  were  there,  but  our 
minds  were  absent.  Every  step  we  took  only  seemed  to 
increase  our  solicitude  for  all  we  left  behind.  Our  thoughts 
still  to  the  battle 

"  turned  with  ceaseless  pain, 
And  dragged  at  each  remove  a  lengthening  chain." 

A  tremendous  storm  of  thunder  and  lightning  and  rain 
burst  over  our  heads.  It  was  peculiarly  awful.  But  what 
are  the  thunder  and  lightnings  of  heaven  to  the  thunder 
and  lightnings  of  war,  v/hich,  perhaps,  at  this  very  moment, 
were   sweeping   away  thousands  !      The    thunderbolts   of 
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God  are  merciful  and  harmless ;  those  of  men  deadly  and 
destructive.  We  thought  of  this  storm,  as  of  everything 
else,  only  with  reference  to  our  army — to  those  who  were 
fighting,  and  those  who  were  bleeding  on  the  field  of  battle, 
and  who  were  exposed  unsheltered  to  its  rage. 

We  gazed  with  admiration  at  the  threatening  walls  and 
ancient  battlements  of  Antwerp,  which  are  encircled  with  a 
wooden  palisade.  This  seemed  a  complete  work  of  supere- 
rogation, and  struck  me  as  being  something  like  putting  a 
strong  box  of  iron  into  a  band-box  of  pasteboard  for  further 
security.*  Three  walls  of  immense  strength  and  thickness, 
surrounded  by  three  broad  deep  ditches  or  moats,  lay  one 
behind  another.  To  an  ignorant,  unpractised  eye  like 
mine,  its  fortifications  seemed  to  be  impregnable ;  and  as  we 
passed  under  its  gloomy  gates,  and  slowly  crossed  its  sound- 
ing draw-bridges,  I  heartily  wished  that  the  whole  British 
army  were  safe  within  its  walls. — This  was  certainly  more 
*'  a  woman's  than  a  warrior's  wish."  Antwerp  was  already 
crowded  with  fugitives  from  Brussels;  and  with  consider- 
able difficulty  we  got  the  accommodation  of  two  very  small 
rooms  in  the  hotel  of  Le  Grand  Laboureur,  in  the  Place  de 
Maire. 

No  later  authentic  intelligence  than  that  which  we  had 
heard  previously  to  leaving  Brussels  had  been  received 
here ;  reports  of  all  kinds  assailed  us,  as  quick  and  varying 
as  the  tints  of  the  evening  clouds,  but  we  could  learn 
nothing;  the  commandant  knew  nothing;  we  could  not 
even  ascertain  whether  another  engagement  had  taken  place 


*  This  was,  I  find,  only  a  proof  of  my  ignorance  ;  I  afterwards  learnt 
that  wooden  palisades  add  greatly  to  the  strength  of  fortifications. 
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ay,  and  in  miserable  suspense  we  passed  the  remainder 
of  the  evening. 

^■pne  of  the  apartments  in  our  hotel  was  occupied  by  the 
^Rpse  of  the  Duke  of  Brunswick,  which  had  arrived  about 
two  o'clock.  It  had  been  already  embalmed,  and  was  now 
placed  in  its  first  coffin.  My  brother  went  to  see  it :  but 
the  room  was  so  crowded  with  guards  and  soldiers,  British 
and  foreign  military,  and  with  people  of  every  description, 
that  neither  my  sister  nor  I  chose  to  go.  My  brother  de- 
scribed the  countenance  as  remarkably  placid  and  noble; 
serene  even  in  death.  It  was  past  midnight:  my  brother 
and  sister  had  gone  to  rest,  and  I  was  sitting  alone,  listening 
to  the  incessant  torrents  of  rain  which  drove  furiously  against 
the  windows,  and  thinking  of  our  army,  who  were  lying  on 
the  cold,  wet  ground,  overcome  with  toil,  and  exposed  to  all 
"  the  pelting  of  the  pitiless  storm."  Everything  was  silent, 
— when  I  heard,  all  at  once,  the  dismal  sounds  of  nailing 
down  the  cofiin  of  the  Duke  of  Brunswick.  It  was  a  solemn 
and  aifecting  sound ;  it  was  the  last  knell  of  the  departed 
princely  warrior:  when  at  length  it  ceased,  and  all  again 
was  silent,  I  went  down  with  the  young  woman  of  the 
house,  to  look  at  the  last  narrow  mansion  of  this  brave 
and  unfortunate  prince.  Tapers  were  burning  at  the  head 
and  foot  of  the  coffin.  The  room  was  now  cleared  of  all, 
excepting  two  Brunswick  officers  who  were  watching  over 
it,  and  whose  pale,  mournful  countenances,  sable  uniforms, 
and  black  nodding  plumes,  well  accorded  with  this  gloomy 
chamber  of  death.  It  was  but  yesterday  that  this  prince,  in 
the  flower  of  life  and  fortune,  went  out  to  the  field  full  of 
military  ardour,  and  gloriously  fell  in  battle,  leading  on  his 
soldiers  to  the  charge.    He  was  the  first  of  the  noble  warriors 
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who  fell  on  the  memorable  field  of  Quatre  Bras.  But  he  has 
lived  long  enough  who  has  lived  to  acquire  glory:  he  dies 
a  noble  death  who  dies  for  his  country.  The  Duke  of 
Brunswick  lived  and  died  like  a  hero,  and  he  has  left  his 
monument  in  the  hearts  of  his  people,  by  whom  his  fate 
will  be  long  and  deeply  lamented  ;  and  by  future  times  his 
memory  will  be  honoured. 

It  seemed  to  be  my  invariable  lot  at  the  dead  hour  of  the 
night  to  be  disturbed  with  some  new  and  terrible  alarm.  I 
had  not  returned  many  minutes  to  my  room,  after  this  visit 
to  the  remains  of  departed  greatness,  and  I  was  just  prepar- 
ing to  go  to  bed,  when  I  suddenly  heard  the  well-known 
hateful  sounds  of  the  rolling  of  heavy  military  carriages, 
passing  rapidly  through  the  streets,  which  were  instantly 
succeeded  by  the  trampling  of  horses'  feet,  the  clamour  of 
voices,  and  all  the  hurry  of  alarm.  The  streets  seemed 
thronged  with  people.  Concluding  that  some  news  must 
have  arrived,  I  hastily  went  out  to  the  little  apartment  which 
the  young  woman  of  the  house  occupied,  and  where  she  told 
me  at  any  hour  she  was  to  be  found — but  she  was  gone,  and 
the  noise  below  was  so  great,  and  the  men's  voices  so  loud, 
that  I  durst  not  venture  down  stairs.  I  wandered  along  the 
passages,  and  hung  over  the  balustrades  of  the  staircase, 
listening  to  this  increasing  noise  in  a  state  of  the  most  pain- 
ful suspense.  At  last  the  girl  returned  with  a  countenance 
of  consternation,  and  pale  as  death.  I  eagerly  inquired  if 
there  was  any  news.  She  said  that  there  was;  the  very 
worst ; — that  all  was  lost ;  that  our  army  had  been  compelled 
to  retreat,  and  were  falling  back  upon  Brussels :  the  French 
pursuing  them.  All  the  English  had  left  Brussels.  People 
in  carriages,  on  horseback,  and  on  foot,  were  flying  into 
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Antwerp  in  the  greatest  dismay.  Baggage  waggons,  am- 
munition, and  artillery,  were  pouring  into  the  town  on  all 
sides:  and  "  enfin,  madame,''  said  she,  *'  tout  est  perdu!" 

For  a  few  minutes,  consternation  overpowered  all  my 
faculties.  The  English  retreating,  pursued  by  the  French, 
overwhelmed  by  a  tremendous  superiority  of  numbers — our 
gallant  countrymen  vainly  sacrificed — the  flower  of  our 
army  laid  low — Buonaparte  and  the  French  triumphant ! — 
the  thought  was  not  to  be  borne :  till  this  moment  I  never 
knew  the  bitterness,  the  intensity  of  my  detestation  of  them. 
It  never  occurred  to  me  to  doubt  that  there  had  been  a 
battle,  and  it  seemed  too  probable  that  its  result  had  been 
unfavourable  to  the  British,  I  hoped,  however,  that  they 
were  only  retreating  in  consequence  of  their  extreme  in- 
feriority of  force  to  the  enemy,  to  wait  until  they  were 
joined  either  by  the  fresh  reinforcements  of  our  own  troops 
which  were  expected,  or  by  the  Russians.  Some  experienced 
officers  had  thought  this  might  probably  happen,  even 
when  the  troops  first  marched  out  of  Brussels.  I  recollected 
Lord  Wellington  entrenching  himself  in  the  lines  of  Torres 
Vedras.  I  recalled  with  proud  confidence  the  multiplied 
triumphs  of  my  countrymen  in  arms,  and  I  firmly  believed 
that,  whatever  might  be  the  temporary  reverses,  or  appear- 
ance of  reverse,  they  would  eventually  prove  victorious. 

But  in  vain  I  endeavoured  to  reassure  this  poor  terrified 
girl,  or  inspire  her  with  the  conviction  I  felt  myself,  that 
though  the  English  might  retreat  before  an  overpowering 
force,  against  which  it  would  be  madness  to  keep  the  field, 
they  only  retreated  to  advance  with  more  strength ;  and 
that  when  joined  by  fresh  reinforcements  they  would  give 
battle,  and  beat  the  French ;  and  that  with  such  a  general 
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and  such  an  army,  they  never  had  been,  and  they  never  could 
be,  defeated. 

I  succeeded  much  better  in  inspiring  myself  with  hope  and 
confidence  than  this  poor  young  woman ;  but  all  that  I  my- 
self endured  during  this  long  night  of  misery  is  not  to  be 
imagined  or  described.  The  uncertain  fate  of  our  army, 
their  critical  situation,  and  the  dread  that  some  serious 
reverse  had  befallen  them,  filled  my  mind  with  the  most 
dreadful  apprehensions.  Worn  out  as  I  had  been  with  two 
successive  nights  of  sleepless  alarm,  this  news  had  eifectually 
murdered  sleep ;  and  even  when  fatigue  for  a  few  minutes 
overpowered  my  senses,  I  started  up  again  with  a  sense  of 
horror  to  listen  to  the  beating  of  the  heavy  torrents  of  rain, 
and  the  dismal  sounds  of  alarm  which  filled  the  streets ;  the 
rattle  of  carriages  continually  driving  to  the  door,  crowded 
with  fugitives  who  vainly  solicited  to  be  taken  in,  and  drove 
away  utterly  at  a  loss  where  to  find  a  place  of  shelter ;  and 
the  deafening  noise  of  the  rolling  of  heavy  military  waggons 
which,  during  the  whole  night,  never  ceased  a  single  moment. 
So  deep  was  the  impression  these  sounds  made  upon  my 
senses,  so  associated  had  they  now  become  with  feelings  of 
dismay  and  alarm,  that  long  after  every  terror  was  ended 
in  the  glorious  certainty  of  victory,  I  never  could  hear  the 
rattling  of  these  carriages,  and  the  thundering  of  their 
wheels,  without  a  sensation  of  horror  that  went  to  my  very 
heart. 

The  morning — the  eventful  morning  of  Sunday,  the  18th 
of  June— rose,  darkened  by  clouds  and  mists,  and  driving  rain. 
Amongst  the  rest  of  the  fugitives,  our  friends,  the  Hon.  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  H.,  arrived  about  seven  o'clock,  and,  after  considerable 
difficulty  and  delay,  succeeded  in  obtaining  a  wretched  Httle 
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hole  in  a  private  house,  with  a  miserable  pallet  bed,  and  des- 
titute of  all  other  furniture ;  but  they  were  too  glad  to  find 
shelter,  and  too  thankful  to  get  into  a  place  of  safety,  to  com- 
plain of  these  inconveniences ;  and  overcome  with  fatigue, 
they  went  immediately  to  bed.  It  was  not  without  considerable 
difficulty  and  danger  that  their  carriage  had  got  out  of  the 
choked-up  streets  of  Brussels,  and  made  its  way  to  Malines, 
where  they  had  been,  for  a  time,  refused  shelter.  At  length, 
the  golden  arguments.  Mr.  H.  used  obtained  for  them  admit- 
tance into  a  room  filled  with  people  of  all  sexes,  ages,  countries, 
and  ranks — French  Princes  and  foreign  Counts,  and  EngUsli 
Barons,  and  Right  Honourable  ladies  and  gentlemen,  toge- 
ther with  a  considerable  mixture  of  less  dignified  beings, 
were  all  lying  together,  outstretched  upon  the  tables,  the 
chairs,  and  the  floor;  some  groaning,  and  some  complaining, 
and  many  snoring,  and  almost  all  of  them  completely  drenched 
with  rain.  The  water  streamed  from  Mr.  H.'s  clothes,  who 
had  driven  his  own  carriage.  In  this  situation,  they,  too, 
lay  down  and  slept,  while  their  horses  rested ;  and  then,  at 
break  of  day,  pursued  their  flight.  A  hundred  Napoleons 
had  been  vainly  offered  for  a  pair  of  horses  but  a  few  hours 
after  we  left  Brussels,  and  the  scene  of  panic  and  confusion 
which  it  presented  on  Saturday  evening  surpassed  all  con- 
ception. The  certainty  of  the  defeat  of  the  Prussians ;  of 
their  retreat;  and  of  the  retreat  of  the  British  army,  prepared 
the  people  to  expect  the  worst.  Aggravated  reports  of 
disaster  and  dismay  continually  succeeded  to  each  other:  the 
despair  and  lamentations  of  the  Belgians,  the  anxiety  of  the 
English  to  learn  the  fate  of  their  friends  who  had  been  in 
the  battle  the  preceding  day ;  the  dreadful  spectacle  of  the 
waggon  loads  of  wounded  coming  in,  and  the  terrified  fu- 
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gitives  flying  out  in  momentary  expectation  of  the  arrival  of 
the  French: — the  streets,  the  roads,  the  canals  covered  with 
boats,  carriages,  waggons,  horses,  and  crowds  of  unfortunate 
people,  flying  from  this  scene  of  horror  and  danger,  formed 
altogether  a  combination  of  tumult,  terror,  and  misery  which 
cannot  be  described.  Numbers,  even  of  ladies,  unable  to 
procure  any  means  of  conveyance,  set  off  on  foot,  and  walked 
in  the  dark,  beneath  the  pelting  storm,  to  Malines;  and  the 
distress  of  the  crowds  who  now  filled  Antwerp,  it  is  utterly 
impossible  to  conceive.  We  were,  however,  soon  inexpres- 
sibly relieved,  by  hearing  that  there  had  been  no  engage- 
ment of  any  consequence  the  preceding  day;  that  the  Bri- 
tish army  had  fallen  back  seven  miles  in  order  to  take  up 
a  position  more  favourable  for  the  cavalry,  and  for  com- 
munication with  the  Prussians;  that  they  were  now  about 
nine  miles  from  Brussels;  and  that  a  general  and,  most 
probably,  decisive  action  would  inevitably  take  place  to-day. 
Although  it  continued  to  rain,  we  set  out,  for  to  sit  still 
in  the  house  was  impossible,  and  after  passing  through 
several  streets,  we  went  into  the  cathedral,  where  high  mass 
was  performing,  and 

"  Where  through  the  long-drawn  aisle  and  fretted  vault 
The  pealing  anthem  swell'd  the  note  of  praise." 

For  a  while  its  solemn  harmony  seemed  to  calm  the  fever 
of  my  mind;  it  elevated  my  thoughts  to  that  God,  in  whose 
unerring  wisdom  and  divine  mercy  I  could  alone  at  this 
awful  moment  put  my  trust,  and  to  Him  "  who  is  the  only 
giver  of  victory,"  and  at  whose  command  empires  rise  and 
fall,  flourish  and  decay;  to  Him  who  alone  has  power  to 
save  and  to  destroy,  I  breathed  a  silent  prayer  to  bless  the 
British  arms,  to  shield  my  brave  and  heroic  countrymen  in 
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^e  hour  of  danger,  and  give  to  them  the  success  and  glory 
of  the  battle.  Intelhgence  arrived  that  the  action  had  com- 
menced. We  were  told  that  the  French  had  attacked  the 
British  this  morning  at  daybreak:  the  contending  armies 
were  actually  engaged,  and  the  last,  the  dreadful  battle  was 
at  this  very  moment  deciding. 

It  is  impossible  for  any  but  those  who  have  actually  expe- 
rienced it  to  conceive  the  dreadful,  the  overwhelming  anxiety 
of  being  so  near  such  eventful  scenes^  without  being  actually 
engaged  in  them ;  to  know  that  within  a  few  leagues  tlio 
dreadful  storm  of  war  is  raging  in  all  its  horrors,  and  the 
mortal  conflict  going  forward  which  is  to  decide  the  glory 
of  your  country,  and  the  security  of  the  world: — to  think 
that  while  you  are  sitting  in  passive  inactivity,  or  engaged 
in  the  most  trifling  occupations,  your  brave  countrymen  are 
fighting  and  falling  in  the  uncertain  battle,  and  your  friends, 
and  those  whose  fate  you  may  deplore  through  life,  perhaps 
at  that  very  moment  breathing  their  last ;  to  be  surrounded 
by  misery  that  you  cannot  console,  and  sufferings  that  you 
cannot  relieve;  to  wait,  to  look,  to  long  in  vain  for  intelli- 
gence ;  to  be  distracted  with  a  thousand  confused  and  con- 
tradictory accounts  without  being  able  to  ascertain  the  truth ; 
to  be  at  one  moment  elevated  with  hope,  and  the  next  de- 
pressed with  fear ;  to  endure  the  long-protracted  suspense — 
the  deep- wrought  feehngs  of  expectation — the  incessant 
alarms,  the  ever-varying  reports — the  dreadful  rumours  of 
evil — Oh!  it  was  a  state  of  misery  almost  too  great,  too 
agonising  for  human  endurance!  Never — ^never  shall  I 
forget  the  torturing  suspense,  the  intense  anxiety  of  mind, 
and  agitation  of  spirit,  in  which  this  day  was  passed.  In 
the  midst  of  all  that  could  interest  the  mind  and  charm  the 
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fancy,  and  surrounded  by  all  that,  at  any  other  time,  would 
have  afforded  me  the  highest  gratification,  I  could  neither 
see,  hear,  observe,  admire,  nor  understand  anything;  I  could 
think  of  nothing  but  the  battle.  In  vain  I  tried  to  distract 
my  thoughts,  or  to  force  my  attention  even  for  a  moment  to 
other  things:  the  situation  of  our  army,  their  danger,  their 
success,  their  sufferings,  and  their  glory,  were  for  ever  pre- 
sent to  me.  Unable  to  rest,  we  wandered  mechanically  about 
the  town,  regardless  of  the  frequent  heavy  showers  of  rain, 
and  of  the  deep  and  dirty  streets,  anxiously  awaiting  the 
arrival  of  news  from  the  army — though  well  aware  that  for 
many  hours  nothing  could  be  known  of  the  event  of  the 
battle.  With  a  view  to  dissipate  our  fruitless  anxiety,  and 
as  a  shelter  from  the  rain,  we  visited  several  cabinets  of 
paintings :  but  I  beheld  the  noblest  works  of  art,  and  the 
finest  monuments  of  departed  genius,  with  indifference.  Not 
even  the  sublime  touches,  the  affecting  images,  and  the  un- 
rivalled productions  of  Guido,  and  Raphael,  and  Rubens; 
not  all  the  force,  the  pathos,  and  the  expression  of  their 
powerful  genius,  could  at  this  moment  charm  or  even  interest 
me ;  for  I  had  no  power  to  feel  their  beauties. 

Every  faculty  of  our  minds  was  absorbed  in  one  feeling, 
one  thought,  one  interest; — we  seemed  like  bodies  without 
souls.  Our  persons  and  our  outward  senses  were  indeed 
present  in  Antwerp,  but  our  whole  hearts  and  souls  were 
with  the  army. 

In  the  course  of  our  wanderings  we  met  many  people 
whom  we  knew,  and  had  much  conversation  with  many 
whom  we  did  not  know.  At  this  momentous  crisis,  one 
feeling  actuated  every  heart — one  thought  engaged  every 
tongue — one  common  interest  bound  together  every  human 
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being.  All  ranks  were  confounded ;  all  distinctions  levelled ; 
all  common  forms  neglected.  Gentlemen  and  servants;  lords 
and  common  soldiers;  British  and  foreigners,  were  all  upon 
an  equality — elbowing  each  other  without  ceremony,  and 
addressing  each  other  without  apology.  Ladies  accosted 
men  they  had  never  before  seen  with  eager  questions  without 
hesitation;  strangers  conversed  together  like  friends,  and 
English  reserve  seemed  no  longer  to  exist.  From  morning 
till  night  the  great  Place  de  Maire  was  completely  filled  with 
people,  standing  under  umbrellas,  and  eagerly  watching  for 
news  of  the  battle ;  so  closely  packed  was  this  anxious  crowd, 
that,  when  viewed  from  the  hotel  windows,  nothing  could 
be  seen  but  one  compact  mass  of  umbrellas.  As  the  day 
advanced,  the  consternation  became  greater.  The  number 
of  terrified  fugitives  from  Brussels,  upon  whose  faces  were 
marked  the  deepest  anxiety  and  distress,  and  who  thronged 
into  the  town  on  horseback  and  on  foot,  increased  the  general 
dismay,  while  long  rows  of  carriages  lined  the  streets,  filled 
with  people  who  could  find  no  place  of  shelter. 

Troops  from  the  Hanseatic  towns  marched  in  to  strengthen 
the  garrison  of  the  city  in  case  of  a  siege.  Long  trains  of 
artillery,  ammunition,  military  stores,  and  supplies  of  all  sorts 
incessantly  poured  in,  and  there  seemed  to  be  no  end  of  the 
heavy  waggons  that  rolled  through  the  streets.  Reports 
more  and  more  gloomy  reached  our  ears ;  every  hour  only 
served  to  add  to  the  general  despondency.  On  every  side 
we  heard  that  the  battle  was  fought  under  circumstances  so 
disadvantageous  to  the  British,  and  against  a  preponderance 
of  force  so  overpowering,  that  it  was  impossible  it  could  be 
won.  Long  did  we  resist  the  depressing  impression  these 
alarming  accounts  were  calculated  to  make  upon  our  minds ; 

f2 
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long  did  we  believe,  in  spite  of  every  unfavourable  appear- 
ance, that  the  British  would  be  victorious.  Towards  evening 
a  wounded  officer  arrived,  bringing  intelligence  that  the 
onset  had  been  most  terrible,  and  so  immense  were  the  num- 
bers of  the  enemy,  that  he  "  did  not  believe  it  was  in  the 
power  of  man  to  save  the  battle."  To  record  the  innume- 
rable false  reports  we  heard  spread  by  the  terrified  fugitives, 
who  continually  poured  into  the  town  from  Brussels,  would 
be  endless.  At  length,  after  an  interval  of  the  most  tor- 
turing suspense,  a  wounded  British  officer  of  hussars,  scarcely 
able  to  sit  his  horse,  and  faint  from  loss  of  blood,  rode  up  to 
the  door  of  the  hotel,  and  told  us  the  disastrous  tidings,  that 
the  battle  was  lost,  and  that  Brussels,  by  this  time,  was  in 
the  possession  of  the  enemy.  He  said,  that  in  all  the  battles 
he  had  ever  been  engaged  in,  he  had  never  witnessed  any- 
thing at  all  equal  to  the  horrors  of  this.  The  French  had 
fought  with  the  most  desperate  valour,  but,  when  he  left 
the  field,  they  had  been  repulsed  by  the  British  at  every 
point  with  immense  slaughter:  the  news  of  the  defeat  had, 
however,  overtaken  him  on  the  road;  all  the  baggage  be- 
longing to  the  army  was  taken  or  destroyed,  and  the  con- 
fusion among  the  French  at  Vittoria,  he  said,  was  nothing 
to  this.  He  had  himself  been  passed  by  panic-struck  fugi- 
tives from  the  field,  flying  for  their  lives,  and  he  had  been 
obliged  to  hurry  forward,  notwithstanding  his  wounds,  in 
order  to  efiect  his  escape.  Two  gentlemen  from  Brussels 
corroborated  this  dreadful  account:  in  an  agitation  that 
almost  deprived  them  of  the  power  of  utterance,  they  de- 
clared that  when  they  came  away,  Brussels  presented  the 
most  dreadful  scene  of  tumult,  horror,  and  confusion ;  that 
intelligence  had  been  received  of  the  complete  defeat  of  the 
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Britisli,  and  that  the  French  were  every  moment  expected. 
The  carnage  had  been  most  tremendous.  The  Duke  of  Wel- 
lington, they  said,  was  severely  wounded ;  Sir  Dennis  Pack 
killed ;  and  all  our  bravest  officers  killed,  wounded,  or  pri- 
soners. In  vain  we  inquired,  where,  if  the  battle  was  lost? 
where  was  now,  and  what  had  become  of  the  British  army  ? 
— "  God  alone  knows,"  was  the  answer.  The  next  moment 
we  heard  from  a  gentleman  who  had  just  arrived,  that  before 
he  left  Brussels,  the  French  had  actually  entered  it ;  that  he 
had  himself  seen  a  party  of  them  ;  and  another  gentleman  (ap- 
parently an  officer)  declared  he  had  been  pursued  by  them 
more  than  half  way  to  Malines ! 

Dreadful  was  the  panic  and  dismay  that  now  seized  the 
unfortunate  Belgians,  and  in  the  most  piercing  tones  of 
horror  and  despair  they  cried  out,  that  tlie  French  would  be 
at  the  gates  before  morning.  Some  English  people,  thinking 
Antwerp  no  longer  safe,  set  off  for  Breda,  late  as  it  was. 
Later  still,  accounts  were  brought  (as  we  were  told)  by 
three  British  officers,  confirming  the  dreadful  tidings  of 
defeat;  it  was  even  said  that  the  French  were  already  at 
MaHnes.  We  believed,  we  trusted  that  these  reports  of  evil 
were  greatly  exaggerated;  we  did  not  credit  their  dreadful 
extent,  but  that  some  terrible  reverse  had  befallen  the  British 
army  it  was  no  longer  possible  to  doubt.  During  the  whole 
of  this  dreadful  night,  the  consternation,  the  alarm,  the  tu- 
mult, the  combination  of  horrid  noises  that  filled  the  streets, 
I  shall  never  forget.  The  rapid  rolling  of  the  carriages,  the 
rattle  of  artillery,  and  the  slow,  heavy  motion  of  the  large 
waggons  filled  with  wounded  soldiers,  which  incessantly  en- 
tered the  town,  were  the  most  dismal  of  all. 

Of  the  bitter  agony,  the  deep-seated  afliiction  that  now 


70  THE  BAYS  OF  BATTLE. 

overwhelmed  us,  it  would  be  in  vain  to  speak.  There  are 
feelings  in  the  human  heart  that  can  find  no  utterance  in 
words,  and  which  "  lie  too  deep  for  tears :"  and  the  conviction 
that  the  British  army  had  been  defeated — the  dreadful  uncer- 
tainty of  its  fate — and  the  heart-piercing  sight  of  my  brave, 
my  unfortunate  wounded  countrymen  returning  from  the 
lost  battle  in  which  their  valour  had  been  exerted,  and  their 
blood  been  shed  in  vain,  awakened  sensations  which  no 
visible  emotion,  no  power  of  language  could  express ;  but 
which  have  left  an  impression  on  my  mind  that  no  lapse  of 
time  can  efface.  No  private  calamity,  however  great,  that 
had  befallen  myself  individually,  could  have  afflicted  me 
with  such  bitter  anguish  as  I  now  suffered.  The  image  of 
the  British  troops  retreating  before  a  conquering,  an  insulting, 
a  merciless  enemy — defeated,  perhaps  cut  to  pieces  :  the  idea 
of  their  misfortunes  and  their  sufferings — of  the  wounded 
abandoned  to  perish  on  the  fatal  field ;  the  misery  of  thou- 
sands ;  the  distress  in  which  it  would  plunge  my  country ; 
the  years  of  war  and  bloodshed,  and  all  the  dreadful  conse- 
quences it  would  bring  upon  the  world,  incessantly  haunted 
my  mind  during  this  long  night  of  misery.  Overpowered 
by  three  days  and  nights  of  extreme  fatigue,  anxiety,  and 
agitation,  I  fell  at  times  into  a  sort  of  unquiet  slumber ;  but 
my  busy  fancy  still  presented  the  horrid  images  of  terror  and 
distress,  and  repeatedly  I  started  up  from  uneasy  sleep  to  the 
dreadful  consciousness  of  waking  misery.    Oh !  it  was  a  night 

of  unspeakable  horror — 

"  Nor  when  morning  came 
Did  the  realities  of  light  and  day 
Bring  aught  of  comfort:  wheresoe'er  we  went 
The  tidings  of  defeat  had  gone  hefore ; 
And  leaving  their  defenceless  homes,  to  seek 
What  shelter  walls  and  battlements  might  yield, 
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Old  men  "with  feeble  feet,  and  tottering  babes, 
And  widows  with  their  infants  in  their  arms 
Hurried  along:  nor  royal  festival, 
Nor  sacred  pageant — with  like  multitude 
E'er  fiird  the  public  way: — all  whom  the  sword 
Had  spared — fled  here!" — Souther/ s  Roderick, 


With  a  heavy  heart,  I  rose  and  dressed  myself,  and  went 
out  before  eight  o'clock,  attended  only  by  our  old  valet  de 
place,  who  with  a  sorrowful  countenance  awaited  me  at  the 
foot  of  the  stairs.  From  him,  and  from  the  master  of  the 
hotel,  who  were  both  on  the  watch  for  news,  I  learned  that 
no  ofEcial  intelligence  had  been  received,  no  courier  had 
arrived :  but  no  doubt  was  entertained  of  the  truth  of  the 
dreadful  reports  of  the  night,  and  the  events  of  every  hour 
seemed  to  give  full  confirmation  of  the  worst.  I  traversed 
the  gloomy  streets,  anxiously  gazing  at  every  melancholy 
careworn  countenance  I  met,  as  if  there  I  could  read  the 
truth.  I  was  struck  to  the  heart  with  horror  by  the  sight  of 
the  heavy  loaded  waggons  of  wounded  soldiers  which  inces- 
santly passed  by  me ;  while  litters  borne  silently  along  on 
men's  shoulders  gave  dreadful  indications  of  sufierings  more 
severe,  or  nearer  their  final  termination ;  nor  were  they  less 
painful  to  the  thoughts  from  being  unseen.  Imagination 
perhaps  conjured  up  sufierings  more  dreadful  than  the  reality 
— sufierings  at  which  my  blood  ran  cold. 

Wholly  forgetful  of  some  business  I  had  to  transact,  which 
I  had  undertaken  for  a  friend  before  leaving  England,  I  hur- 
ried through  the  streets  with  the  vague  hope  of  hearing 
some  decisive  intelligence;  certain  that  anything,  even  the 
knowledge  of  the  worst,  would  be  preferable  to  this  state  of 
wretchedness  and  torturing  suspense.  At  last,  without  in- 
tending it,  I  found  myself  near  the  Malines  gate.     Con- 
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ducted  by  the  old  valet,  I  turned  into  a  narrow  street  on  my 
right,  where,  to  my  inexpressible  astonishment,  I  saw  five 
wounded  Highland  soldiers  who,  in  spite  of  the  bandages 
which  enveloped  their  heads,  arms,  and  legs,  were  shouting 
and  huzzaing  with  the  vociferous  demonstrations  of  joy.  In 
answer  to  my  eager  questions,  they  told  me  that  a  courier 
had  that  moment  entered  the  town  from  the  Duke  of  Wel- 
lington, bringing  an  account  that  the  Enghsh  had  gained  a 
complete  victory,  that  the  remains  of  the  French  army  were 
in  full  retreat,  and  the  English  in  pursuit  of  them. 

To  the  last  hour  of  my  life,  never  shall  I  forget  the  sensa- 
tions of  that  moment.  Scarcely  daring  to  credit  the  extent 
of  this  wonderful,  this  transporting  news,  I  did,  however, 
believe  that  the  English  had  gained  the  victory ;  believed  it 
with  feelings  to  which  no  language  can  do  justice,  and  which 
found  relief  in  tears  of  joy  that  I  could  not  repress.  For  some 
minutes  I  was  unable  to  speak.  The  overpowering  emotions 
which  filled  my  heart  were  far  too  powerful  for  expression ; 
but  the  boon  of  life  to  the  wretch  whose  head  is  laid  upon 
the  block  could  scarcely  be  received  with  more  transport  and 
gratitude.  The  sudden  transition  from  the  depth  of  despair 
to  joy  unutterable,  was  almost  too  great  to  be  borne. 

In  the  mean  time  the  Highlanders,  regardless  of  their 
wounds,  their  fatigues,  their  dangers,  and  their  sufferings, 
kept  throwing  up  their  Highland  bonnets  into  the  air,  and 
continually  vociferating,  —  "  Boney's  beat!  Boney's  beat! 
hurrah!  hurrah!  Boney's  beat  !'*  Their  tumultuous  joy  at- 
tracted round  them  a  number  of  old  Flemish  women,  who 
were  extremely  curious  to  know  the  cause  of  this  uproar, 
and  kept  gabbling  to  the  soldiers  in  their  own  tongue.  One 
of  them,  more  eager  than  the  rest,  seized  one  of  the  men  by 
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is  coat,  pulling  at  it,  and  making  the  most  ludicrous  ges- 
tures imaginable  to  induce  him  to  attend  to  her;  while  the 
Highlander,  quite  forgetting  in  his  transport  that  the  old 
woman  did  not  understand  Scotch,  kept  vociferating  that 
"  Boney  was  beat,  and  rinning  away  till  his  ain  country  as 
fast  as  he  could  gang."  At  any  other  time,  the  old  Flemish 
woman,  holding  the  soldier  fast,  shrugging  up  her  shoulders, 
and  making  these  absurd  grimaces,  and  the  Highlander 
roaring  to  her  in  broad  Scotch  would  have  presented  a 
most  laughable  scene — *'  Hout,  ye  auld  gowk,"  cried  the 
good-humoured  soldier,  "  dinna  ye  ken  that  Boney's  beat — 
what,  are  ye  deef ? — dare  say  the  wife— I  say  Boney's  beat, 
woman !''  When  the  news  was  explained  to  the  old  women 
they  were  in  an  ecstasy  almost  as  great  as  that  of  the  High- 
landers themselves,  and  the  joy  of  the  old  valet  was  quite 
unbounded.  These  poor  men  were  on  their  way  to  the 
hospital,  but  they  did  not  know  which  way  to  go  ;  they 
were  ignorant  of  the  language,  and  could  not  inquire.  I 
thought  of  sending  the  valet  de  place  with  them,  who  was 
extremely  willing  to  conduct  '*ces  bons  Ecossois,"  as  he 
called  them,  but  then  I  could  not  easily  have  found  my  own 
way  home;  so  the  valet  de  place,  the  soldiers,  and  I,  all  went 
to  the  hospital  together.  Our  progress  was  slow,  for  one  of 
them  was  very  lame,  another  had  lost  three  of  the  fingers  of 
his  right  hand,  and  had  a  ball  lodged  in  his  shoulder.  Some 
of  them  were  from  the  Highlands,  and  some  from  the  Low- 
lands, and  when  they  found  that  I  came  from  Scotland,  and 
lived  upon  the  Tweed,  they  were  quite  dehghted.  One  of 
them  was  from  the  Tweed  as  well  as  myself,  he  said,  "  he 
cam'  oot  o'  Peeblesshire." 

After  parting  with  them  close  to  the  hospital,  I  returned 
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homewards,  and  by  the  time  I  reached  the  Place  de  Maire  it 
was  thronged  with  multitudes  of  people,  who  seemed  at  a 
loss  how  to  give  vent  to  their  transport.  One  loud  universal 
buzz  of  voices  filled  the  streets ;  one  feeling  pervaded  every 
heart ;  one  expression  beamed  on  every  face :  in  short,  the 
people  were  quite  wild  with  joy,  and  some  of  them  really 
seemed  by  no  means  in  possession  of  their  senses.  At  the 
door  of  our  hotel  the  first  sight  I  beheld  among  the  crowds 
that  encircled  it,  was  an  English  lady,  who  had  apparently 
attained  the  full  meridian  of  life,  with  a  night-cap  stuck 
on  the  top  of  her  head,  discovering  her  hair  in  papillotes 
beneath,  attired  in  a  long  white  flannel  dressing-gown,  loosely 
tied  about  her  waist,  with  the  sleeves  tucked  up  above  the 
elbows.  She  was  flying  about  in  a  distracted  manner,  with 
a  paper  in  her  hand,  loudly  proclaiming  the  glorious  tidings, 
continually  repeating  the  same  thing,  and  rejoicing,  lament- 
ing, wondering,  pitying,  and  exclaiming,  all  in  the  same 
breath.  From  an  English  gentleman  whom  I  had  met,  I  had 
already  learned  all  the  particulars  that  were  known ;  but  this 
lady  seized  upon  me,  repeated  them  all  again  and  again, 
interrupting  herself  with  mourning  over  the  misfortunes  of 
poor  Lady  de  Lancey,  pitying  Lady  F.  Somerset,  rejoicing 
in  the  victory,  wondering  at  the  Duke's  escape,  lamenting 
for  Sir  Thomas  Picton,  and  declaring,  which  was  incontes- 
tably  true,  that  she  herself  was  quite  distracted. 

In  vain  did  her  maid  pursue  her  about  with  a  gr-eat  shawl, 
which  occasionally  she  succeeded  in  putting  upon  her  shoul- 
ders, but  which  invariably  fell  ofi"  again  the  next  moment. 

In  vain  did  another  lady,  whose  dress  and  mind  were 
rather  more  composed,  endeavour  to  entice  her  away — she 
could  not  be  brought  to  pay  them  the  smallest  attention,  and 
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I  left  her  still  talking  as  fast  as  ever,  and  standing  in  this 
curious  deshabille  among  gentlemen  and  footmen,  and 
officers  and  soldiers,  and  valets  de  place,  and  in  full  view  of 
the  multitudes  who  thronged  the  great  Place  de  Maire.  An 
express  had  arrived,  soon  after  eight  o'clock,  bringing  the 
Duke  of  Wellington's  bulletin,  dated  Waterloo,  containing 
a  brief  account  of  the  glorious  battle.  But  from  private 
letters  and  accounts  we  learnt  that  the  triumph  of  the  Bri- 
tish arms  had  indeed  been  complete.  After  a  most  dreadful 
and  sanguinary  battle,  which  lasted  from  ten  in  the  morning 
till  nine  at  night,  the  French  at  length  gave  way,  and  fled 
in  confusion  from  the  field,  leaving  behind  them  their  artil- 
lery, their  baggage,  their  wounded,  and  their  prisoners.  The 
certainty  of  this  great,  this  glorious  victory,  won  by  the 
heroic  valour  of  our  countrymen  in  circumstances  so  dis- 
advantageous ;  the  fall  of  the  enemy  of  Britain  and  of  man- 
kind; the  deliverance  of  Europe;  the  peace  of  the  world, 
and,  above  all,  the  glory  of  England,  rushed  into  my  mind; 
and  every  individual  interest,  every  personal  consideration, 
every  other  thought  and  feeling,  were  swallowed  up  and 
fo  rgotten. 

The  contest  had  been  dreadful — the  carnage  unexampled 
in  the  bloodiest  annals  of  history.  The  French  army  had 
been  nearly  annihilated,  and  our  loss  was  tremendous.  The 
greatest  part  of  our  gallant  army,  the  best,  the  bravest  of  our 
officers,  were  among  the  killed  and  wounded.  Sir  Colin 
Halket,  Generals  Cooke  and  Alton,  Sir  Dennis  Pack,  the 
Prince  of  Orange,  Lord  Uxbridge,*  and  Lord  Fitzroy 
Somerset,  were  severely  wounded.  Sir  Thomas  Picton,  Sir 
William  Ponsonby,  Sir  Alexander  Gordon  were  killed.  Sir 
*  Afterwards  Marquis  of  Anglesey 
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William  de  Lancey  had  also  been  killed  by  a  cannon-ball 
while  in  absolute  contact  with  the  Duke,  whose  escapes 
seemed  to  have  been  almost  miraculous.  Unmindful,  per- 
haps even  unconscious,  of  the  showers  of  shot  and  shell,  he 
had  stood  undaunted  from  morning  till  night  in  the  thickest 
of  the  battle,  coolly  reconnoitring  with  his  glass  the  motions 
of  the  enemy,  issuing  his  orders  with  the  utmost  precision, 
and  everywhere  present  by  his  promptitude,  coolness,  and 
presence  of  mind.  Almost  all  his  staff  officers  were  either 
killed  or  wounded.*  Lady  M.  showed  us  the  official  bulletin  ; 
it  contained  a  most  brief  and  modest  account  of  the  victory, 
announcing  scarcely  any  particulars,  and  mentioning  the 
names  only  of  a  very  few  of  the  principal  officers  who  were 
among  the  suflFerers. 

In  a  few  hours  the  town  was  crowded  with  the  wounded. 
The  regular  hospitals  were  soon  filled,  and  barracks,  churches, 
and  convents  were  converted  into  temporary  hospitals  with 
all  possible  expedition.  Tents  were  pitched  in  a  large  piece 
of  open  ground  near  the  citadel,  and  numbers  of  these  un- 
fortunate sufierers  were  carried  there :  but  nothing  could 
contain  the  multitude  of  wounded  who  continually  entered 
the  town.  Numbers  were  lying  on  the  hard  pavement  of 
the  streets,  and  on  the  steps  of  the  houses ;  and  numbers 
were  wandering  about  in  search  of  a  place  of  shelter.  No- 
thing afiected  me  more  than  the  quiet  fortitude  and  uncom- 
plaining patience  with  which  these  poor  men  bore  their 
sufierings.     Not  a  word,  not  a  murmur,  not  a  groan  escaped 

*  At  one  time,  as  we  afterwards  learned,  the  Duke  had  scarcely  a  single 
aide-de-camp  left  to  dispatch  with  orders.  All  around  him  fell  dead,  or 
wounded.  His  preservation  was  miraculous.  As  he  himself  reverentially 
declared  after  the  battle,  "  The  finger  of  God  was  upon  me." 
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their  lips.  They  lay  extended  on  their  backs  in  the  long 
waggons,  their  clothes  stained  with  blood,  blinded  by  the 
intolerable  rays  of  the  sun,  in  silent  suffering;  while  every 
jolt  of  the  waggons  seemed  to  go  to  one's  very  heart.  Num- 
bers on  foot,  almost  sinking  with  fatigue  and  loss  of  blood, 
were  slowly  and  painfully  making  their  way  along  the 
streets.  Officers  supported  on  their  horses,  and  almost  in- 
sensible, with  faces  pale  as  death,  and  marked  with  agony, 
and  those  dreadful  litters,  whose  very  appearance  bespoke 
torture  and  death,  were  passing  through  every  street. 

Never  shall  I  forget  the  impression  that  the  sight  of  my 
poor  wounded  countrymen  made  upon  my  mind.  When  I 
saw  their  sufferings,  and  thought  of  their  deeds  in  arms,  of 
their  dauntless  intrepidity  in  the  field,  and  of  the  immortal 
glory  they  had  won,  tears  of  pity,  admiration,  and  gratitude 
burst  from  my  heart,  and  I  looked  at  the  meanest  soldier 
returning,  covered  with  wounds,  from  fighting  the  battles  of 
his  country,  with  a  respect  and  admiration  which  not  all  the 
kings  and  princes  of  the  earth  could  have  extorted  from  me» 

If  such  were  the  horrors  of  the  scene  here,  what  must 
they  be  on  the  field  of  battle,  covered  with  thousands  of  the 
dead,  the  wounded,  and  the  dying !  The  idea  was  almost 
too  dreadful  for  human  endurance  ;  and  yet  there  were  those 
of  my  own  country,  and  even  of  my  own  sex,  whom  I  heard 
express  a  longing  wish  to  visit  this  very  morning  the  fatal 
field  of  Waterloo !  If,  by  visiting  that  dreadful  scene  of 
glory  and  of  death,  I  could  have  saved  the  life,  or  assuaged 
the  pangs,  of  one  individual  who  had  fallen  for  his  country, 
gladly  would  I  have  braved  its  horrors ;  but  for  the  gratifi- 
cation of  an  idle,  a  barbarous  curiosity,  to  gaze  upon  the 
mangled  corpses  of  thousands ;  to  hear  the  deep  groans  of 
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agony,  and  witness  the  last  struggles  of  the  departing  spirit 
— No !  worlds  should  not  have  bribed  me  to  have  encoun- 
tered the  sight :  the  consolation  of  being  useful,  alone  could 
have  armed  one  with  courage  to  have  witnessed  it.  Nothing 
could  exceed  the  humanity  and  kindness  of  the  Belgic  people 
to  those  poor  suflFerers  who  now  crowded  the  streets.  Unso- 
licited they  took  them  into  their  own  houses ;  sent  bedding 
to  the  hospitals;  resigned  their  own  rooms  to  their  use; 
provided  them  with  every  comfort,  and  administered  to 
their  wants  as  if  they  had  been  their  own  sons.  One  old 
lady  alone,  who  was  the  sole  inhabitant  of  a  large  house, 
refused  to  take  in  two  wounded  oflticers ;  the  Commandant, 
on  hearing  of  this,  Immediately  blUetted  six  private  soldiers 
upon  her.  But,  notwithstanding  the  praiseworthy  activity 
and  exertion  which  were  used  to  accommodate  them,  it  was 
long,  long  indeed,  before  they  could  all  be  taken  care  of. 
We  grieved  that  we  had  no  house  to  shelter  them,  and  no 
power  to  give  them  any  essential  relief.  Money  was  to  them 
as  useless  as  the  lump  of  gold  to  Robinson  Crusoe  in  his 
desert  island :  we  could  not  act  by  them  the  part  of  the 
good  Samaritan,  nor  could  we,  like  the  heroines  of  the  days 
of  chivalry,  bind  up  and  dress  their  wounds,  for  in  our 
Ignorance  we  should  only  have  Injured  them,  and  the  most 
stupid  hospital  mate  could  perform  that  oflSce  a  thousand 
times  better  than  tPie  finest  lady. 

Numbers  of  poor  wounded  Highlanders  were  patiently 
sitting  in  the  streets,  shaded  from  the  powerful  rays  of  the 
sun.  We  had  a  good  deal  of  conversation  with  several  of  the 
privates  of  the  42nd  and  92nd  regiments,  and  their  account 
of  the  battle  was  most  simple  and  Interesting.  They  seemed 
not  to  have  the  smallest  pride  in  what  they  had  done ;  but 
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•  consider  it  quite  as  a  matter  of  course;  they  uttered  not 
the  smallest  complaint,  but  rather  made  light  of  their  suffer- 
ings, and  there  was  nothing  in  their  words  or  manner  that 
looked  as  if  they  were  sensible  of  having  done  anything  in 
the  least  extraordinary;  nothing  that  laid  claim  to  pity, 
admiration,  or  glory.  The  carnage  among  the  French,  both 
on  the  16  th  and  18th,  in  their  encounter  with  the  Highland 
regiments,  was  described  to  us  as  most  dreadful.  The  cui- 
rassiers, men  and  officers,  horses  and  riders,  were  rolled  in 
death,  one  upon  another,  after  the  British  charge  with  the 
bayonet.  In  vain  the  French  returned  to  the  attack  with 
furious  valour  and  reinforced  numbers.  Their  utmost  efforts 
could  make  no  impression  on  the  impenetrable  squares  of  the 
infantry,  and  the  spiked  wall  of  the  British  embattled 
bayonets ;  and  when  they  retired  from  the  ineffectual  attack, 
the  brave  Highlanders,  with  loud  cries  of  "Scotland  for  ever  !'* 
rushed  among  them,  bore  down  all  resistance,  and  scattered 
their  legions  like  withered  leaves  before  the  blast  of  autumn. 

It  is  but  justice  to  these  gallant  men  to  say,  that  it  was 
not  from  themselves  we  heard  this  relation  of  their  own 
deeds.  They  could  not  be  induced  to  speak  of  what  they 
had  done,  but  it  was  repeated  on  every  side;  it  was  the 
theme  of  every  tongue.  The  love  and  admiration  of  the 
whole  Belgic  people  for  the  Highlanders  are  most  remark- 
able. Whenever  they  heard  them  mentioned,  they  ex- 
claimed, "  Ah !  ces  braves  hommes !  ces  bons  Ecossais !  ils 
sont  si  doux — et  si  aimables — et  dans  la  guerre ! — ah !  mon 
Dieu!  comme  ils  sont  terribles!"  They  never  speak  of 
them  without  some  epithet  of  affection  or  admiration.  Their 
merits  are  the  darling  topic  of  their  private  circles,  and  their 
figures  the  favourite  signs  of  their  public-houses;  in  shorty 
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they  are  the  best  of  soldiers  and  of  men,  according  to  the 
Belgians — nothing  was  ever  like  them,  and  the  idea  they 
have  of  their  valour  is  quite  prodigious.* 

The  sufferings  of  the  wounded,  however,  did  not  form  the 
only  affecting  sight  that  Antwerp  presented.  The  deep, 
the  distracting  grief  of  the  unfortunate  people  whose  friends 
had  perished,  and  the  heart-rending  anxiety  of  those  who 
vainly  sought  for  intelligence  of  the  fate  of  those  most 
dear  to  them,  were  amongst  the  most  distressing  parts 
of  the  many  mournful  scenes  we  witnessed.  Of  those 
friends  for  whose  safety  we  were  deeply  solicitous,  we 
could  gain  no  information,  and  the  suspense,  dreadful  as  it 
was,  we,  as  well  as  thousands,  were  obliged  to  endure.  But 
our  anxiety,  our  sorrows,  seemed  light  indeed  in  comparison 
with  those  of  others :  there  were  few  who  had  not  some  near 
friend  or  relative  to  deplore,  and  Antwerp  was  filled  with 
heart-broken  mourners,  whom  the  victory  of  yesterday  had 
bereft  of  all  that  made  life  dear  to  them.  In  the  same  hotel 
with  us  was  poor  Lady  de  Lancey,  a  young  and  widowed 
bride,  upon  whom,  in  all  the  hopes  of  happiness — in  the 
very  flower  of  youth — unacquainted  with  sorrow,  and  far 
from  every  friend,  the  heaviest  stroke  of  affliction  had  fallen 
unprepared.  But  three  little  days  ago,  she  seemed  to  be  at 
the  summit  of  felicity,  and  now  she  was  bereaved  of  every 
earthly  hope.  She  bore  the  intelligence  of  her  irreparable 
loss  with  astonishing  firmness.  I  did  not  wonder  that  she 
refused  to  see  every  human  being,  for  no  earthly  power 

*  No  doubt  the  gallantry  of  every  British  regiment  was  equally  praise- 
worthy, but  few  had  such  opportunities  of  displaying  it.  And  we  natu- 
rally enough  heard  of  the  exploits  of  the  brave  Highland  regiments  which 
had  nearly  been  cut  to  pieces,  and  the  remains  of  which,  all  wounded,  had 
reached  Antwerp. 


r 

VRild  speak 


UNIVERSAL   JOY.  81 


iild  speak  consolation  to  misery  such  as  hers.  In  vain  I 
tried  to  forget  her — I  could  not  banish  her  from  my  remem- 
brance; and  often,  during^  our  long  wanderings  in  the  dis- 
tant regions  of  Holland,  when  I  was  far  from  her,  and  far 
from  all  that  might  have  recalled  her  to  my  remembrance, 
among  other  sights  and  other  scenes,  her  early  misfortunes 
wrung  my  heart  with  the  deepest  sorrow. 

But  whatever  might  be  the  grief  and  anxiety  of  indivi- 
duals, the  universal  joy  was  unbounded.  It  is  impossible  to 
describe  the  effects  of  this  victory  upon  all  ranks  of  people. 
Every  human  heart  seemed  to  beat  in  sympathy;  every 
countenance  beamed  with  joy;  every  tongue  spoke  the 
language  of  exultation.  As  the  terror  and  despair  of  the 
Belgians  had  been  excessive,  their  transport  was  now  vehe- 
ment and  overflowing,  and  their  volubility  not  to  be  ima- 
gined. We  went  into  several  shops,  and  the  people,  unable 
to  restrain  themselves,  poured  out  upon  us  the  fulness  of 
their  joy,  their  astonishment,  their  gratitude,  their  admira- 
tion, and  their  praise.  Totally  forgetful  of  their  interests, 
they  thought  not  of  selling  their  goods  ;  they  thought  of 
nothing — they  could  do  nothing  but  talk  of  the  battle  and 
the  British,  and  it  was  with  difficulty  we  could  get  them  to 
show  us  what  we  wanted ;  nay,  more  than  once  we  were  ac- 
tually obliged  to  go  away  without  doing  anything,  from  the 
impossibility  of  making  them  attend  to  the  business  of  selling 
and  buying. 

But  sometimes  the  expression  of  their  feelings  was  so 
simple,  so  natural,  and  so  touching,  and  there  was  so  much 
of  truth  and  naivety,  both  in  their  manner  and  their  words, 
that  it  was  impossible  to  hear  them  without  emotion.  The 
French  they  loaded  with  execrations;  and  their  hatred,  their 
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indignation,  and  their  bitter  feelings  of  their  wrongs,  said 
more  than  volumes  of  eloquence,  or  even  facts  could  have 
done,  in  condemnation  of  the  conduct  of  their  late  masters. 
All  the  English  merchandise,  and  all  colonial  produce,  im- 
ported even  before  it  was  decreed  to  be  a  crime,  were  seized, 
carried  from  their  shops  and  warehouses,  and  burnt  before 
their  eyes  in  the  Place  Verte.     No  remuneration,  no  indem- 
nity whatever  was  given  them ;  and  by  this  single  act  of 
wanton  tyranny,  hundreds  of  industrious  families  were  re- 
duced to  beggary.     Heavy  exactions  and  continual  contribu- 
tions were  levied,  and  the  weight  of  these  fell  upon  the  most 
industrious  and  respectable  orders  of  the  people.     "  All  that 
we  had  they  took,"  was  said  again  and  again  to  us,  "  and  if 
we  had  had  thousands  more,  it  would  have  all  gone."     They 
ruined  the  commerce,  the  manufactures,  the  trade  of  the 
country,  and  then  they  drained  the  poor  inhabitants  of  their 
property.     They  shut  up  the  sources  of  wealth,  and  then 
called  on  them  for  money.     They  blocked  up  the  fountain, 
and  then  asked  for  its  waters.     Like  Egyptian  task-masters, 
they  took  from  them  the  materials,  and  then  demanded  their 
work.  They  expected  them  to  make  "  bricks  without  straw." 
The  French  soldiers  lived  at  free-quarters  upon  the  people, 
and  the  Belgic  youths  were  marched  away  to  fight  in  foreign 
wars.    The  oppressed  people  were  subject  to  the  unrestrained 
rapine  and  brutal  insolence  of  the  French  soldiery,  of  which 
they  durst  not  complain.     It  was  unsafe  even  to  murmur. 
Not  only  the  liberty  of  the  press,  but  the  liberty  of  speech 
was   denied   them.     Any  unfortunate  person  convicted  of 
holding  intercourse  with  England  was  imprisoned,  and  some 
of  them  (we  were  told),  by  way  of  example,  were  shot. 
We  happened  to  go  into  a  little  stationer's  shop,  kept  by 


a  widow  and  her  three  daughters,  who  received  us  almost 
with  adoration  because  we  were  Enghsh.  They  all  began 
to  talk  at  once,  and  relieved  their  minds  by  pouring  out  a 
torrent  of  invectives  against  those  detested  tyrants,  "  Ces 
fleaux  du  genre  humain,"  as  they  called  them.  All  their 
goods  had  been  seized;  their  shop  (which  was  not  then  a 
stationer's)  completely  stripped  of  its  contents,  under  the 
pretence  of  its  being  filled  with  British  and  colonial  produce, 
which  they  said  was  not  the  case ;  and  a  considerable  quan- 
tity of  continental  manufactures  had  also  been  carried  away. 
"  But  that  was  nothing,"  the  poor  mother  said,  as  she  wiped 
the  tears  from  her  eyes,  "  that  she  could  have  borne,  for 
though  it  seemed  heavy  at  the  time,  she  thought  less  of  it 
now ; — but  her  five  sons  (fine  handsome  young  men,  they 
were,  as  ever  a  mother  bore),  her  five  sons  were  all  taken  for 
soldiers,  and  perished  in  the  French  wars ;  some  in  the 
retreat  from  Russia,  and  some  in  the  subsequent  campaign 
in  Germany.'*  The  tears  streamed  down  the  cheeks  of  one 
of  these  young  women,  as  she  spoke  to  me  of  her  "  poor 
brothers."  I  can  give  no  idea  of  the  bitterness,  the  rancour, 
the  hatred,  and  above  all,  the  volubility  of  the  abuse  which 
these  poor  women  poured  out  against  the  French. 

We  got  away  from  them  with  difficulty ;  and  though  the 
deep  sense  of  their  own  wrongs  rankled  in  their  minds,  and 
aggravated  the  resentment  and  detestation  which  they  must 
naturally  feel  towards  the  authors  of  so  much  misery,  yet  we 
found  the  same  sentiments,  in  greater  or  in  less  degree, 
among  all  the  Belgians  with  whom  we  conversed,  or  whom 
we  heard  conversing.  I  had  always  understood  that  the 
French  (and  Napoleon  in  particular)  were  highly  popular  in 
Antwerp,   but  from  some  most  respectable  old-established 
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merchants,  both  British  and  Belgic,  we  learned  that  the  in- 
habitants were  decidedly  hostile  to  the  French,  and  that  they 
were  both  feared  and  hated  by  all,  excepting  the  very  dregs 
of  society,  and  those  individuals  who  had  made  fortunes 
under  their  administration. 

In  the  course  of  our  rambles  we  had  many  conversations 
w^ith  various  people  whom  we  never  saw  before^  and  I  sup- 
pose shall  never  see  again.  We  met  a  wounded  officer  who 
had  been  taken  prisoner  by  the  French.  He  said,  that  after 
repeatedly  threatening  to  kill  him,  and  loading  him  with 
abuse,  they  actually  knocked  him  on  the  head  with  the  butt- 
end  of  a  musket,  and  left  him  for  dead  upon  the  field :  he 
came,  however,  to  himself,  and  efiected  his  escape.  His 
face  was  most  frightfully  swelled,  and  so  bruised,  that  it  was 
every  shade  of  black,  and  blue,  and  green ;  his  head  was 
entirely  tied  up  with  white  handkerchiefs  and  bloody  ban- 
dages, and  in  my  life  I  never  saw  a  more  battered  object. 
He  had  his  arm  in  a  sling ;  but  he  was  by  much  too  re- 
joiced at  his  escape  to  care  about  his  wounds  or  bruises.  He 
told  us,  what  then  I  could  scarcely  believe,  that  the  French 
had  killed  many  of  our  ofiicers  whom  they  had  taken  pri- 
soners, and  that  they  had  piked  numbers  of  the  wounded. 
The  truth  of  these  brutal  murders,  disgraceful  to  humanity, 
and  even  more  dishonourable  and  more  barbarous  than  the 
worst  cruelty  of  savages,  were  unhappily,  afterwards,  too  in- 
disputably proved. 

In  our  progress  through  the  streets  we  could  not  resist 
stopping  to  speak  to  such  of  the  poor  wounded  soldiers  as 
seemed  able  to  talk,  and  who  looked  as  if  they  would  thank 
us  even  for  a  word  of  kindness,  much  to  the  amazement  of 
Mr.  D.,  an  Antwerp  merchant,  who  was  walking  about  with 
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US,  to  **  show  US  the  lions,"  as  he  said.  However,  he  waited 
most  patiently,  while  Mrs.  H.^  my  sister,  and  I  talked 
to  ensigns,  sergeants,  corporals,  and  common  soldiers,  who 
were  all,  more  or  less,  wounded  or  disabled. 

"We  have  got  six  of  those  wounded  soldiers  billeted 
upon  us,"  said  Mr.  D.,  as  we  walked  on,  "but  I  must  get 
them  boarded  out  somewhere,  for  they  would  be  very  trouble- 
some in  the  house."  *'  Troublesome !"  I  exclaimed.  "  Yes ! 
you  know  they  would  be  very  troublesome  in  a  house, 
though  I  suppose  the  surgeons  will  look  after  their  wounds, 
and  all  that  ;  they  will  cost  me"  (I  forget  how  many 
guelders  he  said)  "  a  week,  but  I  would  rather  pay  it''  (with 
a  strong  and  proud  emphasis  upon  the  word  pay)  "  than 
have  them  in  the  house,  it  would  be  so  very  disagreeable." 

I  was  silent,  for  I  durst  not  trust  myself  to  speak.  Yet 
this  was  a  very  well-meaning  man.  I  make  no  doubt  he 
subscribed  handsomehj  to  the  Waterloo  fund,  and  that  he 
would  have  given  money  to  those  very  wounded  soldiers  to 
whom  he  refused  shelter — if  he  had  thought  they  wanted  it. 
But  beyond  giving  money  his  ideas  of  charity  did  not  ex- 
tend. To  his  mercantile  mind,  money  was  the  chief  and 
only  good;  the  sole  source  of  pride  and  of  happiness;  the 
only  object  in  life  worth  seeking  after — the  one  thing  need- 
ful. He  was  a  very  good  kind  of  man  in  his  way,  but  he 
was  entirely  occupied  with  his  "  snug  box"  at  Clapham,  his 
brother's  grand  potteries  in  Staffordshire,  and  his  own  car- 
goes of  rice,  and  hogsheads  of  rum  and  sugar  ;  he  could  not 
feel  the  vast  debt  of  gratitude  their  country  owed  to  "  the 
men  of  Waterloo ;"  to  those  gallant  soldiers  who  had  fought 
and  bled  for  her  safety  and  glory.  He  did  not  mean  to  be 
unkind  or  ungenerous;  he  would  have  started  at  the  re- 
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proach  of  wanting  humanity,  or  being  deficient  in  gratitude, 
but — but— but — in  short,  he  was  altogether  an  Antwerp 
merchant. 

The  day  was  extremely  hot,  and  on  the  outside  of  the 
Cafes,  beneath  the  shade  of  awnings,  and  seated  beside  little 
tables  in  the  open  street,  the  Belgic  gentlemen  were  eating 
ces  and  fruit,  and  drinking  coffee,  and  reading  "  L'Oracle 
de  Bruxelles/'   and  playing   at  domino   and  backgammon 
with  the  utmost  composure,  utterly  regardless  of  the  crowds 
of  passengers,  and  apparently  as  much  at  their  ease  as  if 
they  were  in  their  own  houses, — or  indeed  more  so ;  for  the 
Belgians,  like  the  French,  are  more  at  home  at  le  Cafe,  or 
in  the  public  streets,  or  anywhere,  than  in  their  own  home, 
which  is  the  last  place  in  which  they  think  of  looking  for 
enjoyment.     They  have  no  notion  of  domestic  comfort,  do- 
mestic pleasure,  or  domestic  happiness;  and  consequently 
they  cannot  have  much  knowledge  of  domestic  virtues.     1 
cannot,   therefore,  help  considering  the  French  as  a  gay, 
rather  than  a  happy  nation.     French  habits  and  manners, 
and,  I  am  afraid,  French  morals,  are  universally  prevalent 
throughout  Belgium.     Groups  of  ladies  of  the  most  respect- 
able character  may  everywhere  be  seen,  sitting  on  chairs  or 
benches,  in  the  public  streets  or  promenades,  working,  talk- 
ing, laughing,  and  amusing  themselves  with  all  the  ease  and 
gaiety  and  sangfroid  in  the  world.     Sometimes  only  a  knot 
of  ladies,  but  more  frequently  ladies  coquetting  with  their 
obsequious  beaux. 

We  visited  the  unfinished  Quay,  begun  by  Napoleon, 
which  was  to  have  extended  above  a  mile  along  the  broad 
and  deep  Scheldt,  and  would  have  been  one  of  the  finest 
quays  in  Europe.    We  saw  the  flying  bridge  ("  Le  Pont 


BOCKS  TO  HOLD  THE  BRITISH  NAVY.        8? 

Volant"),  a  most  ingenious  contrivance,  on  which  carriages, 
horses,  and  waggons  pass  with  great  rapidity  and  security 
from  one  side  of  the  river  to  the  other,  without  interrupting 
its  navigation,  even  for  vessels  of  the  largest  burden.  Such 
a  plan,  I  should  think,  might  be  adopted  with  great  success 
upon  the  Thames  between  London  and  Gravesend,  or  in  any 
river  where  the  arches  of  a  stone  bridge  would  obstruct  the 
passage  of  the  ships,  and  where  the  breadth  is  too  great  for 
the  single  span  of  an  iron  bridge.  The  mechanism  seemed 
to  be  very  simple.  The  largest  ships  of  war  can  come  up 
close  to  the  quay ;  but  the  navigation  of  the  Scheldt  is  diffi- 
cult, and  even  dangerous,  from  the  number  of  sand  banks 
which  choke  it  up.  Antwerp  is  upwards  of  fifty  miles  from 
the  mouth  of  the  river. 

We  saw  the  docks,  the  ofispring  of  Napoleon's  hatred 
against  our  country ;  one  of  them  was  made  sufficiently  large 
and  deep  to  be  capable  of  containing  the  greatest  part  of  the 
British  navy,  and  at  one  time  he  exulted  in  the  expectation 
of  seeing  the  "  wooden  walls"  of  Old  England  safely  moored 
in  his  docks  at  Antwerp.  Little  did  he  anticipate  the  day 
when  the  little  army  of  England,  which  he  despised  and 
ridiculed,  should  be  the  unmolested  possessors  of  his  capital 
of  Paris ! 

The  Arsenal  (la  Maison  de  Marine)  is  now  emptied  of  its 
stores,  and  deserted  by  its  workmen.  We  saw  a  long  build- 
ing erected  by  Napoleon  for  the  manufacture  of  ropes  for 
ships— now  equally  useless.  Its  length  is  precisely  the  same 
as  that  of  the  cable  of  a  first-rate  British  ship  of  war.  The 
manner  in  which  they  repair  ships  in  these  docks  is  unlike 
anything  I  ever  saw  before.  Instead  of  lifting  the  ship  en- 
tirely out  of  water,  and  placing  it  upon  the  stocks  (in  effecting 
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which,  or  in  relaunching  it,  a  vessel  is  said  often  to  sustaih 
injury),  a  rope  is  attached  to  the  masts,  and  the  ship  is 
hauled  down  until  its  keel  is  exposed ;  after  repairing  that 
side  they  haul  it  down  on  the  other  in  the  same  manner, 
and  the  workmen  stand  upon  a  raft  that  is  fastened  to  its 
side. 

We  went  to  see  the  Citadel,  a  noble  and  complete  fortifica- 
tion overlooking  the  Scheldt.  The  walls  are  of  such  an 
immense  height  and  thickness,  that  I  should  imagine  them 
to  be  quite  invulnerable.  The  fortress  is  capable  of  contain- 
ing 10,000  men  ;  by  means  of  the  river  fresh  reinforcements 
might  be  constantly  thrown  in  ;  and  with  a  strong  garrison, 
and  an  adequate  supply  of  provisions  and  ammunition,  I 
should  suppose,  that  like  another  Troy,  it  might  stand  a  ten 
years'  siege ;  only  that  modern  patience  would  never  hold 
out  such  a  length  of  time. 

The  commandant  was  confined  to  his  bed  by  indisposition  ; 
but  every  part  of  the  fortification  was  explained  to  us  by  a 
very  good-humoured,  intelligent  Irish  officer,  whose  name  I 
have  forgotten,  but  who  seemed  to  be  excessively  amused  by 
the  (I  fear)  almost  childish  delight  which  my  sister  and  I 
betrayed  in  seeing  all  the  wonders  of  this  wonderful  place. 
Everything  to  us  was  new  and  interesting.  It  was  the  first 
citadel  we  had  ever  seen :  and  to  see  with  our  own  eyes  a 
real,  actual  citadel — nay,  more,  to  be  in  one,  was  so  very 
delightful,  that  we  both  agreed,  if  we  had  seen  nothing  else, 
we  should  have  thought  ourselves  amply  repaid  for  our 
journey  to  Antwerp. 

This  good-natured  oflScer  contentedly  toiled  along  with 
us,  under  the  burning  rays  of  a  most  sultry  sun,  round  the 
whole  foritfications,  and  pointed  out  to  us  where  and  how 


THE  LIONS   OF  ANTWERP.  89 

attacks  might  be  made  with  success,  and  in  what  manner 
they  could  be  resisted.  The  sight  of  the  moat,  the  draw- 
bridges, the  ramparts,  the  bastions,  and  the  dungeons ;  the 
sally-ports  and  gates,  which  communicate  with  the  citadel 
from  the  moat  by  long  subterranean  passages,  so  forcibly  re- 
called to  my  recollection  all  that  I  had  heard  and  read  of 
battles  and  sieges  in  history  and  in  tales  of  chivalry,  that  I 
could  have  fancied  myself  transported  back  into  ages  long 
since  past — into  the  iron  times  of  arms ;  and  all  that  had 
before  existed  only  in  imagination  was  at  once  realised. 

After  visiting  all  the  lions  of  Antwerp,  docks  and  for- 
tresses ;  and  ships  and  statues,  and  pictures  and  prisons ;  and 
quays  and  cathedrals  ;  and  battle-beaten  walls  and  flying 
bridges;  and  decayed  monasteries,  and  modern  arsenals; 
which,  as  they  have  all  been  often  so  much  better  described 
than  I  can  describe  them,  I  shall  forbear  to  describe  at  all — 
we  returned  to  the  hotel,  excessively  heated  and  tired,  and 
very  glad  to  sit  down  to  rest.  To-day,  for  the  first  time  since 
our  arrival,  Ave  began  to  have  serious  thoughts  of  getting 
some  dinner.  We  might  have  eaten  something  during  those 
days  of  alarm  and  agitation,  and  I  suppose  we  did ;  but, 
excepting  the  breakfast  we  had  got  upon  the  stairs  at  Brus- 
sels on  Saturday,  I  have  not  the  most  distant  recollection  of 
ever  having  eaten  at  all. 

Upon  the  necessity  and  expediency  of  now  dining,  how- 
ever, we  were  all  unanimously  agreed:  the  difficulty  was 
how  to  achieve  it.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  H.  had  a  pigeon-hole 
for  their  only  habitation,  in  which  it  would  have  been 
perfectly  impossible  to  have  introduced  a  table;  a  single 
chair  was  all  it  was  capable  of  containing.  In  our  rooms 
we  had  some  difficulty  in  turning  round  when  more  than 
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one  person  at  a  time  was  in  them ;  but  by  dint  of  sitting 
out  of  the  window,  and  against  the  door,  and  upon  all 
the  boxes,  we  had,  I  was  assured — for  I  actually  did  not  re- 
member it — ^ingeniously  succeeded  in  getting  some  breakfast 
— but  to  dine  was  perfectly  impracticable.  There  happened, 
however,  to  be  in  this  very  hotel,  a  Captain  F.,  an  idle,  not 
a  fighting,  captain;  one  who  made  his  campaigns,  Hot  at 
Waterloo,  but  in  Bond-street ;  and  this  Captain  F.,  who 
had  been  in  Antwerp  long  before  the  commencement  of 
hostilities,  had,  luckily  for  us,  got  possession  of  a  room  in 
wiiich  it  was  possible  to  move.  He  was  a  Newmarket  friend 
of  Mr.  H.'s,  who  introduced  him  to  us,  with  the  recom- 
mendation that  he  was  a  young  man  of  fashion  and  fortune, 
well  known  about  town;  and  in  Captain  F.'s  room  and 
company,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  H.,  my  sister,  my  brother,  and  I 
accordingly  dined ;  we  were  also  favoured  with  the  company 
of  a  particular  friend  of  his,  a  Mr.  C.  Many  foolish  young 
men  it  has  been  my  lot  to  see,  but  never  did  I  meet  with 
any  whose  folly  was  at  all  comparable  to  that  of  Captain  F. 

Captain  F.  was  a  young  man  who  prided  himself  upon 
his  knowledge  of  horse-flesh,  and  who  had,  by  his  own  ac- 
count, been  jockeyed  out  of  "  many  a  cool  thousand"  by  his 
ignorance  of  it;  he  was  a  young  man  who  delighted  in 
building  more  new  invented  carriages  in  one  year  than  he 
could  pay  for  in  twenty  ;  he  was  a  young  man  who  prided 
himself  upon  borrowing  money  from  Jews  at  fifteen  pei 
cent,  while  his  guardians  were  saving  it  for  him  at  five; 
and  in  squandering  it  at  Newmarket  while  they  thought 
him  poring  over  Greek  and  mathematics  at  Cambridge ;  he 
was  a  young  man  whose  highest  pride  consisted  in  driving 
four-in-hand  **  knowingly;"  whose  greatest  ambition  was  to 
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fible  a  stage-coachman  exactly,  and  wliose  distinguishing 
characteristic  was  that  of  being  a  most  egregious  fool. 

In  consequence,  I  suppose,  of  a  perseverance  in  this  laud- 
able career,  Captain  F.  now  found  it  more  convenient 
to  play  the  fool  upon  the  continent  than  in  England.  After 
recounting  to  us  various  and  manifold  deeds  of  folly  com- 
mitted in  London  and  Newmarket,  amongst  Jews  and  Whip 
Clubs,  he  at  length  gravely  asserted,  "  that  it  was  impossible 
for  any  man  to  dress  under  seven  hundred  a  year.'* 

This  piece  of  information  was  received  by  some  of  the 
party  with  equal  amazement  and  incredulity :  but  Captain 
F.  assured  us,  "  Ton  his  soul  it  was  true ;  that  he  knew 
as  well  as  any  man  what  it  was  to  dress,  and  that  it  could 
not  be  done  for  less  than  seven  hundred  a  year — nay,  that  it 
often  costs  nine." 

"  And  pray.  Captain  F.,"  said  I,  involuntarily  glancing 
at  his  coat,  which  happened  not  to  be  by  any  means  a 
new  one,  ^'  do  i/ou  spend  nine  hundred  a  year  upon  dress  ?'* 
''  Oh !  not  woi^,"  he  exclaimed;  **  I  don't  dress  now  ;  I  never 
dressed  but  eighteen  months  in  my  life."  He  then  explained 
at  large  to  me,  who,  in  my  ignorance,  had  not  understood 
what  to  dress  meant,  ^^  that  *  to  dress'  signified  to  be  the 
first  in  fashion,  to  make  it  the  study  of  one's  life  to  appear  in 
a* new  mode  before  anybody  else;  *to  sport'  something  new 
every  day ;  and  during  the  time  he  dressed,"  he  said,  "  his 
tailor  sent  him  down  three  boxes  of  clothes  every  week 
from  town,  wherever  he  might  happen  to  be."  Having  thus 
satisfactorily  proved,  that,  at  a  considerable  expense  to  his 
pocket,  he  had  turned  himself  into  a  sort  of  block  for  the 
tailors  to  attire  in  their  new  invented  coats  and  waistcoats, 
like  the  wooden  dolls  the  milliners  dress  up  to  set  off  their 
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new  fashions,  he  next  poured  out  such  a  quantity  of  nonsense 
about  the  battle  and  the  wounded,  that  he  reminded  me  of 
Hotspur's  account  of  his  interview  with  a  coxcomb  of  the 
same  species: 

"  When  the  fight  was  done, " 

But  why  do  I  waste  a  word  upon  him. 

A  Scotch  acquaintance,  Mr.  E.,  of  M.,  arrived  this 
evening  from  the  field,  where  he  had  been  ineffectually  en- 
gaged in  the  soul-harrowing  employment  of  searching 
among  the  dead,  the  wounded,  and  the  dying,  for  his 
youngest  brother,  who  was  nowhere  to  be  found.  He  was 
a  gallant-spirited  youth  of  eighteen,  and  this  was  his  first 
campaign.  His  horse  had  returned  without  its  rider — 
among  the  multitude  of  wounded  he  could  not  be  found. 
Some  hopes,  some  faint  hopes,  yet  remained  that  he  might 
have  been  taken  prisoner,  and  that  he  might  yet  appear; 
but  there  was  too  much  reason  to  fear  that  he  had  perished, 
though  where  or  how  was  unknown.  Alas !  every  passing 
day  made  the  hopes  of  his  friends  more  and  more  impro- 
bable. No  tidings  were  ever  heard  of  him,  and  *'  on  earth  he 
was  seen  no  more."  The  uncertainty  in  which  the  fate  of 
this  lamented  young  man  was  involved  was  even  more 
dreadful  than  the  knowledge  of  the  worst  could  have  been. 
Mrs.  H.'s  anxiety  respecting  her  brother  was  relieved  by 
Mr.  E/s  assurance  of  his  being  in  perfect  safety.  He  could 
tell  us  nothing  of  the  fate  of  those  for  whom  we  were  so 
deeply  anxious.  *'  Do  not  ask  me,"  he  exclaimed,  *'  who  is 
wounded — I  cannot  tell  you..  It  would  be  easy  to  say  who 
are  not/^  Intelligence  from  another  quarter,  however,  re- 
lieved our  fears,  and  although  it  subsequently  proved  false, 
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for  the  present  it  led  us  to  believe  that  our  friends  were  in 
safety. 

We  now  learnt  that  the  battle  had  been  even  more  despe- 
rate, and  the  victory  more  glorious  and  decisive,  than  Lord 
Wellington's  concise  and  modest  bulletin  had  led  us  to  imagine. 
The  French  had  not  "  retreated,"  they  had  been  completely 
routed,  and  put  to  flight ;  they  had  not  merely  ''  been  de- 
feated," they  were  no  longer  an  army.  They  had  fled  in 
every  direction  from  the  field,  pursued  by  the  victorious 
British  and  by  the  Prussians,  who  had  not  come  up  till  just 
at  the  close  of  the  battle.*  The  whole  of  their  artillery,  am- 
munition, and  baggage,  their  caissons,  all  the  materiel  of 
their  army  had  been  taken.  Of  130,000  Frenchmen  who 
had  marched  yesterday  morning  to  battle,  flushed  with  all  the 
hopes  and  confidence  of  victory,  no  trace,  no  vestige  now 
remained;  they  were  all  swept  away;  they  were  scattered 
by  the  whirlwind  of  war  over  the  face  of  the  earth.  Yester- 
day their  proud  hosts  had  spread  terror  and  dismay  through 
nations,  and  struck  consternation  into  every  heart,  except 
those  of  the  brave  band  of  warriors  who  opposed  them.  To- 
day the  greater  part  of  them  slept  in  death,  the  rest  were 
fugitives  or  captives.  It  was  an  awful  and  tremendous  lesson. 
They  were  gone  with  all  their  imperfections  on  their  heads, 
— their  hopes,  their  purposes,  their  plans,  their  passions,  and 
their  crimes,  were  at  rest  for  ever !  And  their  leader,  who 
had  sported  away  the  lives  of  thousands,  with  feelings  un- 
touched by  remorse  ;  who  had  impiously  presumed  to  defy 
the  powers  of  God  and  man;  and  whose  insatiate  ambition 
the  world  itself  seemed  too  small  to  contain — where  was  he 
now  ? — an  outcast  and  a  wanderer,  hunted,  pursued,  beset 
on  all  sides,  and  at  a  loss  where  to  lay  his  head  ! 
*  1866  Appendix,  B.] 
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It  was  with  a  heart  pierced  with  anguish  that  I  wept  for 
the  brave  who  had  fallen  ;  that  I  felt  in  the  bitterness  of 
sorrow,  that  not  even  the  proud  triumph  of  my  country's 
glory  could  console  me  for  the  gallant  hearts  that  were  lost 
to  her  for  ever  ! 

"  How  many  mothers  shall  lament  their  sons ; 
How  many  widows  weep  their  husbands  slain ! — 
Ye  dames  of  Albion!  ev'n  for  you  I  mourn: 
Who  sadly  sitting  on  the  sea-beat  shore, 
Long  look  for  lords  who  never  shall  return!" 

It  was  twelve  o'clock  before  our  friends  left  us,  and  then, 
worn  out  with  fatigue  of  body  and  mind,  for  the  first  time 
during  four  nights,  I  enjoyed  the  blessing  of  some  hours  of 
undisturbed  repose,  in  spite  of  the  bonfires,  the  acclamations, 
the  noisy  rejoicings,  and  the  songs,  more  patriotic  than  me- 
lodious, which  resounded  in  my  ears.  Last  night  the  streets 
were  filled  with  the  cries  of  horror  and  alarm,  to-night  they 
resounded  with  the  shouts  of  exultation  and  joy  ;  and  it 
was  with  feelings  of  deep  and  fervent  thanksgiving  to 
Heaven  that  I  laid  my  wearied  head  upon  the  pillow,  and 
sank  to  sleep  with  the  blessed  consciousness  that  we  should 
not  this  night  be  disturbed  by  the  dreadful  alarms  of  war. 

Nothing  on  retrospection  seemed  to  me  so  extraordinary 
as  the  shortness  of  time  in  which  these  wonderful  events  had 
happened.  I  could  scarcely  convince  myself  that  they  had 
actually  been  comprised  in  the  short  space  of  three  days — 
so  long  did  it  seem  to  be  !  Yet  in  that  brief  space  how 
many  gallant  spirits  had  death  arrested  in  their  glorious 
career  of  honour  and  immortality — how  many  hearts  had 
grief  rendered  desolate  !  In  these  eventful  days  the  fates  of 
empires  and  of  kings  had  been  decided,  and  the  trembilng 
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nations  of  Europe  freed  from  the  vengeance  and  the  yoke  of 
the  tyranny  which  menaced  them  with  subjugation. 

If  the  passage  of  time  were  to  be  computed  by  the  suc- 
cession of  events,  rather  than  by  moments,  we  should  indeed 
have  lived  a  lifetime !  an  age  !  for  it  was  "  eternity  of 
thought."  Every  thing  that  had  happened,  even  imme- 
diately before  these  events,  seemed  like  the  faintly-remem- 
bered traces  of  a  dream,  or  the  fading  and  distant  images  of 
long  past  years.     It  seemed  as  if  at  once 

"  From  the  tablet  of  my  memory 
Were  wiped  away  all  trivial  fond  records, 
All  saws  of  books,  all  forms,  all  pressures  past, 
That  youth  and' observation  copied  there; 
And  this  remembrance  all  alone  remain'd, 
Within  the  book  and  volume  of  my  brain, 
Unmixed  with  baser  matter." 

Yes !  the  days,  the  months,  the  years  of  my  future  life 
may  pass  away  and  be  forgotten,  and  all  the  changes  that 
mark  them  fade  like  a  morning  dream ;  but  the  minutest 
circumstance  of  these  eventful  days  must  be  remembered 
*'  while  Memory  holds  her  seat ;"  for  such  moments  and 
such  feelings  in  life  can  never  return  more. 

A  fortnight  elapsed,  which  we  passed  in  making  the  tour 
of  Holland;  in  gliding  along  its  slow  canals,  visiting  its 
populous  cities,  gazing  at  its  splendid  palaces,  yawning  over 
its  green  ditches,  wondering  at  its  great  dykes,  its  prodigious 
sluices,  and  its  innumerable  windmills;  admiring  its  clean 
houses,  laughing  at  the  humours  of  its  fairs,  and  falling  fast 
asleep  in  its  churches. 

We  found  the  Dutch  a  plain,  plodding,  pains-taking,  well- 
meaning,  money-getting,  matter-of-fact  people;  very  dull  and 
drowsy,  and  slow  and  stupid ;  little  addicted  to  talking,  but 
very  much  given  to  smoking ;  but  withal  pious  and  chari- 
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table,  and  just  and  equitable  ;  with  no  wit,  but  some  humour; 
with  little  fancy,  genius,  or  invention — but  much  patience, 
perseverance,  and  punctuality.  They  make  excellent  mer- 
chants, but  very  bad  companions.  What  Buonaparte  once 
in  his  ignorance  said  of  the  EngHsh,  is  truly  applicable  to 
the  Dutch, — "  They  are  a  nation  of  shopkeepers ;"  and  they 
used  to  remind  me  very  much  of  a  whole  people  of  Quakers. 
In  dress,  in  manners,  in  appearance,  and  in  habits  of  life, 
they  precisely  resemble  that  worthy  sect;  and  like  them,  in 
all  these  points  they  are  perfectly  stationary.  It  is  singular 
enough  that  in  all  matters  of  taste  and  fashion,  in  which 
other  nations  are  continually  varying,  the  Dutch 'have  stood 
stock  still  for  at  least  two  centuries ;  and  in  political  opinions 
and  institutions,  which  it  requires  years,  and  even  ages,  to 
alter  in  other  countries,  the  Dutch  have  veered  about  with- 
out ceasing.  They  have  literally  changed  their  form  of 
government  much  oftener  than  the  cut  of  their  coats.  They 
have  had  Stadtholders,  and  Revolutions,  and  Republics,  and 
Despotisms,  and  Tyrants,  and  limited  Monarchies  ;  and  new 
Dynasties  and  old;  and  the  ''  New  Code  Napoleon," — and 
the  newer  Code  of  King  William  :  and  they  have  changed 
from  the  side  of  England  to  that  of  France,  and  from 
France  to  that  of  England, — and  from  the  House  of  Orange 
to  Buonaparte,  and  from  Buonaparte  to  the  House  of  Orange, 
with  a  rapidity  and  versatility  which  even  their  volatile 
neighbours,  the  French,  could  not  equal. 

But  while  their  government,  their  laws,  their  sovereigns, 
and  their  institutions,  have  undergone  every  possible  trans- 
formation— the  fashion  of  their  caps  and  bonnets,  their  hats 
and  shoebuckles,  remains  unchanged  ;  and  they  have  adhered, 
with  the  most  scrupulous  exactitude^  to  the  same  forms  of 
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politeness,  the  same  hours,  dresses,  manners,  and  habits  of 
life  that  were  the  fashion  among  the  venerable  Burgomasters 
in  the  days  of  good  King  William.  Certainly  if  Solomon 
had  ever  lived  in  Holland  he  never  would  have  said  that 
"  the  fashion  of  this  world  passeth  away,"  for  there  it  lasts 
from  generation  to  generation. 

I  should  think  that  the  Dutch  are  now  very  like  what  the 
English  were  in  the  times  of  the  Puritans.  They  have  a 
great  deal  of  rigidity  and  vulgarity  in  their  appearance,  and 
of  coarseness  and  grossitrett  in  their  manners ;  and  they  are 
wholly  destitute  of  vivacity,  refinement,  and  "the  grace  that 
charms."  I  speak  of  the  people  at  large;  not  of  the  Court 
nor  of  the  courtly,  who  in  every  country  are  much  the  same, 
or  at  least  fasliioned  upon  one  model;  but,  excepting  the 
Court,  there  is  no  polite  circle,  no  general  good  society.  It 
is  the  rarest  thing  in  the  world  to  meet  with  a  gentleman  in 
Holland.  The  Dutch  are  equally  devoid  of  that  acquired 
good^  breeding  which  distinguishes  the  well  educated  Eng- 
lish, and  that  native  politeness  and  winning  courtesy  which 
is  so  irresistibly  engaging  among  the  French,  and  even  the 
Belgic  people. 

I  did  not  think  anything  could  have  roused  the  phleg- 
matic Dutch  to  such  energy  and  vehement  animation  as  they 
showed  in  their  ardent  attachment  to  the  present  government, 
and  their  detestation  of  their  former  tyrants.  They  are 
absolutely  enthusiastic  in  their  loyalty  to  the  House  of 
Orange ;  and  their  implacable  and  virulent  hatred  to  the 
French  surpasses  all  conception.  They  cannot  be  silent 
upon  this  subject ;  they  cannot  forget  their  past  sufierings, 
and  the  tyranny  and  cruelty  which  they  endured  so  long. 
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Tiiej''  never  utter  their  names  without  bitter  execrations, 
and  the  very  language  is  become  unpopular.  But  the  Bri- 
tish they  look  upon  with  the  highest  respect  and  admiration, 
and  treat  them  with  a  blunt,  coarse,  complimentary  sort 
of  kindness,  which  is  flattering  to  our  national  pride. 

The  Dutch,  however,  allowed  that  Louis  Buonaparte  was 
a  very  well-intentioned,  good -hearted  man;  but  he  was  only 
a  tool  in  the  hands  of  the  "  Great  Napoleon ;"  and,  though 
he  did  not  like  to  crush  them,  he  had  no  power  to  mitigate 
the  tyranny  which  bowed  them  to  the  earth.  For  Napoleon 
himself — his  ministers,  his  soldiers,  his  edicts,  and  the  sys- 
tem of  plunder,  oppression,  and  slavery  which  constituted 
his  government — no  words  are  strong  enough  to  speak 
their  abhorrence.  They  are  now  most  completely  an  unani- 
mous people.  From  the  lowest  beggar  in  the  street  to  the 
king  upon  his  throne,  one  common  political  feeling  animates 
and  inspires  them. 

The  only  people  who  grew  rich  during  the  reign  of  the 
French  were  the  smugglers,  and  some  of  these  men  made 
astonishing  fortunes  by  the  sale  of  colonial  produce, — chiefly 
coffee  and  tobacco;  and  English  manufactures,  which  they 
introduced  into  the  kingdom  in  great  quantities,  notwith- 
standing all  the  spies,  soldiers,  plans,  penalties,  and  prohi- 
bitions of  Buonaparte. 

In  the  failure  of  taxes  and  contributions  to  satisfy  his 
rapacity,  he  sequestrated  a  large  portion  of  the  funds  destined 
for  the  annual  repair  of  the  dykes  and  sluices,  which  in 
consequence  were  fast  falling  to  decay;  so  that  had  the 
French  Government  lasted  much  longer,  Holland  might 
have  been  no  longer  a  country;  it  might  physical^,  as  well 
as  politically y  have  ceased  to  exist,  and  a  tide,  even  more 
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destructive  than  the  armies  of  France,  have  rolled  over  it 
and  restored  it  again  to  the  ocean. 

Sometimes  the  faint  reports  of  distant  war  roused  us 
during  our  slumbering  progress  through  this  soporific 
country;  and  Dutch  men  and  Dutch  bonnets,  and  towns 
and  palaces,  and  universities  and  museums,  and  tulips  and 
hyacinths,  and  even  *' Orange  Boven"  itself,  were  entirely 
forgotten  in  the  animating  and  overpowering  interest  of  the 
triumphant  progress  of  the  British  arms, — the  final  fall  of  the 
Usurper  of  France, — and  the  entrance  of  the  Allied  Army, 
led  by  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  into  the  gates  of  Paris. 

A  sight  more  aflfecting  than  any  other  that  Holland  con- 
tained we  frequently  witnessed: — long  treckschuyts  filled 
with  the  wounded  Dutch  soldiers  of  Waterloo,  mutilated, 
disabled,  sick  and  suffering,  passed  us  upon  the  canals, 
slowly  returning  to  their  homes.  In  many  of  the  towns  and 
villages  of  Holland,  the  hospitals  were  filled  with  these  poor 
soldiers,  to  whom  the  inhabitants  showed  the  most  humane 
and  praiseworthy  kindness  and  attention.  It  is  but  justice 
to  the  Dutch  to  state,  that  though  their  charity  began  at 
home  it  did  not  end  there.  Every  town  and  village  made 
contributions  for  the  wounded  Belgic  and  British,  as  well  as 
for  the  Dutch,  both  of  money  and  provisions,  including 
plenty  of  butter  and  cheese,  together  with  an  enormous 
supply  of  ankers  of  real  Hollands,  which  amused  me  ex- 
tremely. I  am  sure  they  sent  it  out  of  pure  love  and 
kindness,  anxious,  I  suppose,  that  the  poor  wounded  should 
have  plenty  of  what  they  liked  best  themselves ;  or  perhaps 
they  thought  that  gin,  like  spermaceti,  was  *' sovereign  for 
an  inward  bruise." 

If  Ireland  be  "  the  country  that  owes  the  most  to  Nature 
h2 
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and  the  least  to  Man,"  Holland  is  unquestionably  the  country 
which  owes  the  most  to  Man  and  the  least  to  Nature.  I 
bade  it  farewell  without  one  feeling  of  regret :  with  as  little 
emotion  as  Voltaire,  I  could  have  said — *'  Adieu !  Canaux, 
Canards,  Canaille  !'* — and  after  crossing  many  a  tedious  and 
toilsome  ferry,  and  slowly  traversing  the  trackless  and  sandy 
desert  which  separates  Bergen-op-Zoom  from  Antwerp,  we 
left  Holland, — I  hope,  for  ever ! 

Nothing  can  be  imagined  more  dreary  than  this  journey. 
One  wide  extended  desert  of  barren  sand  surrounded  us  as 
far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  in  which  no  trace  of  man,  nor 
beast,  nor  human  habitation,  could  be  seen.  Some  bents, 
thinly  scattered  upon  the  hillocks  of  sand,  and  occasional 
groups  of  stunted  fir,  through  which  the  wind  sighed  mourn- 
fully, were  the  only  signs  of  vegetation.  Slowly  and  heavily 
the  horses  dragged  our  cabriolet  through  these  deep  sands, 
choosing  their  own  path  as  their  own  sagacity,  or  that  of 
their  driver,  directed.  Quitting  at  last  this  solitary  waste, 
we  entered  the  sheltering  copse  woods  of  oak  which  surround 
the  city  of  Antwerp,  drove  swiftly  by  neat  cottages  and 
smiling  gardens,  descried  with  delight  its  lofty  walls,  its 
frowning  fortifications,  and  the  spire  of  the  Cathedral,  whose 
beauty  we  could  7iow  admire ;  and  with  feelings  which  may 
be  better  conceived  than  described,  we  once  more  entered 
its  gates. — But  what  a  change  had  one  fortnight  produced  ! 
It  did  not  seem  to  be  the  same  place  or  the  same  people  ; 
and  when  I  thought  of  all  the  quick  varying  scenes  of  horror, 
consternation,  and  triumph  which  we  had  witnessed  here, 
and  remembered  that  within  these  walls  we  had  trembled 
for  the  safety,  and  mourned  the  imaginary  defeat  of  that 
army  who  were  now  victorious  in  the  capital  of  France  ; 
when  I  recalled  all  that  the  heroes  of  my  country  had  done 
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and  dared  and  suffered  for  her  honour '  and  security  and 
peace — and  that  to  them,  under  Heaven,  Europe  owed  its 
salvation — it  was  diflScult,  it  was  nearly  impossible  to  restrain 
the  strong  tide  of  mingled  emotions  which  at  this  moment 
swelled  my  heart.  Not  for  worlds,  not  to  have  been  the 
first  and  greatest  in  another  land,  would  I  have  resigned  the 
distinction  of  calling  England  my  country;  and  I  blessed 
Heaven  that  I  was  born  an  Englishwoman,  and  born  in  this, 
the  proudest  era  of  British  glory. 

As  these  reflections  rapidly  passed  through  my  mind,  a 
Highland  soldier  obstructed  our  passage  with  his  musket, 
signifying  to  the  driver  that  he  was  to  go  at  a  foot-pace  past 
a  large  building,  which  we  now  discovered  to  be  an  hospital, 
and  before  which  the  street  was  thickly  laid  with  straw. 
We  were  affected  with  this  proof  of  the  attention  and  care 
paid  to  the  wounded,  still  more  so  when  we  learnt  that 
this   hospital  was  full  of  wounded   French.      The   High- 
land soldier  who  now  stood  on  guard  to  prevent  the  smallest 
noise  from  disturbing  the  repose  of  his  enemies,  had  himself 
been  wounded — wounded  in  the  action  with  them.     It  was 
a  noble,  a  divine  instance  of  generosity :  it  was  returning 
good  for  evil.     It  was  worthy  of  England.     The  French 
soldiers  had  inhumanly  murdered  their  wounded  prisoners. 
The  British  not  only  dressed  the  wounds  and  attended  to  all 
the  wants  of  theirs,  but  they  protected  and  watched  over 
them,  that  even  their  very  slumbers  might  not  be  disturbed. 
At  the  hotel  of  Le  Grand  Laboureur  they  knew  and  wel- 
comed us  again,  and  testified  great  joy  at  the  success  of  the 
Allies  since  we  had  seen  them,  and  a  great  dread  lest  Napo- 
leon should  make  his  escape.   In  the  streets  we  met  numbers 
of  poor  wounded  British  oflScers,  weak,  pale,  faint,  and  ema- 
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ciated,  slowly  and  painfully  moving  a  few  yards  to  taste  the 
freshness  of  the  summer  and  the  blessed  beams  of  heaven. 

Many  fine  young  men  had  lost  their  limbs,  many  were  on 
crutches,  many  v^ere  supported  by  their  wives  or  by  their 
servants.  At  the  open  windows  of  the  houses,  propped  up 
by  pillows,  some  poor  unfortunate  sufferers  were  lying,  whose 
looks  would  have  moved  a  heart  of  stone  to  pity.  We  passed 
several  hospitals,  and  looked  into  some  of  them.  The  clean- 
liness and  neatness  of  appearance  which  they  exhibited  were 
truly  gratifying. 

Antwerp  was  filled  with  wounded.  In  every  corner  we 
met  numbers  of  convalescent  soldiers  and  officers,  some  of 
whom  looked  well;  but  the  sufferings  we  saw,  and  heard  of, 
were  far  too  dreadful  to  relate,  and  in  many  cases  death 
would  have  been  a  blessed  relief  from  a  state  of  hopeless  tor- 
ture. Several  vessels  had  already  sailed,  filled  with  conva- 
lescent wounded,  for  England. 

Most  of  the  wounded  French,  the  wretched  survivors  of 
Buonaparte's  imperial  army,  were  here.  But  what  consolation 
had  they  to  support  them  on  the  bed  of  pain  and  sickness? 
What  glory  awaited  them  when  they  returned  to  their 
native  country?  What  was  their  recompense  for  their  valour, 
their  sufferings,  their  services,  and  their  dangers? — Broken 
health,  and  blighted  hopes,  and  ruined  fortunes,  and  blasted 
fame,  were  all  they  had  to  look  to.  They  had  not  fought 
and  bled  for  their  country,  but  for  a  leader  who  had  basely 
deserted  them.  Surrounded  by  these  bleeding  victims  of  a 
tyrant's  ungovernable  ambition,  I  felt  the  truth  that  inspired 
the  poet's  lines — 

"  Unblest  is  the  blood  that  for  tyrants  is  squandered, 
And  Fame  has  no  wreath  for  the  brow  of  the  slave." 
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And  what  British  heart  would  not  exclaim  with  him— 

"But  hail  to  thee,  Albion,  who  meet'st  the  commotion 
Of  Europe,  as  firm  as  thy  cliffs  meet  the  foam, 
With  no  bond  but  the  law,  and  no  slave  but  the  ocean— 
Hail,  Temple  of  Liberty !  thou  art  my  home!" 

The  night  soon  closed  in  upon  us,  and  we  could  see  the 
wounded  no  more.  We  went  to  rest,  and  enjoyed  a  night 
of  more  calm  repose  than  it  had  ever  yet  been  our  lot  to 
experience  in  Antwerp. 

With  what  different  feelings,  and  under  what  different 
circumstances,  did  I  open  my  eyes  on  this  Sunday  morning, 
to  those  which  we  suffered  on  the  dreadful  morning  of  Sun- 
day, the  18th  of  June,  which  we  had  spent  here  before! 
Then  horror  and  despair  filled  the  minds  of  the  people — 
then  they  were  lamenting  the  imaginary  destruction  of  that 
army  for  whose  success  they  were  now  offering  up  thanks — 
for  this  was  the  Kennesgevin,  or  day  of  thanksgiving,  for  the 
glorious  victory  of  Waterloo.  We  attended  high  mass  at 
the  Cathedral,  as  we  had  done  before — but  with  sensations 
how  different !  and  if  at  that  awful  moment  my  prayers  had 
ascended  to  heaven,  to  crown  with  victory  and  glory  the 
arms  of  my  country,  the  deep  and  fervent  emotions  of  grati- 
tude which  filled  my  heart  were  now  offered  up  in  thanks- 
giving to  the  throne  of  divine  mercy.  The  anxiety,  the 
misery  that  I  had  endured  when  I  was  before  within  these 
aisles,  was  too  poignant  to  be  easily  forgotten;  but  that  re- 
membrance made  me  feel  more  deeply  the  blessings  which 
Heaven  had  bestowed  upon  us. 

Mass  being  over,  we  ascended  by  640  steps  to  the  top  of 
the  tower,  or  rather  of  the  staircase,  of  the  Cathedral,  for  its 
utmost  pinnacle  is  accessible  only  to  the  winged  inhabitants 
of  air:  but  as  we  were  not  furnished  with  wings,  we  were 
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obliged  to  content  ourselves,  instead  of  soaring  higher,  with 
gazing  upon  the  magnificent  prospect  tliat  lay  below  us. 
The  men  and  women  flocking  out  of  the  churches  through 
the  streets,  looked  exactly  like  a  colony  of  ants  swarming  on 
the  gravel  walks  of  a  garden  in  a  sunny  day :  the  streets  and 
houses  looked  like  the  miniature  model  of  a  town  in  paste- 
board; and  the  majestic  Scheldt  like  a  long  ribbon  stream- 
ing through  a  measureless  tract  of  country. 

However,  the  view  was  both  various  and  beautiful.  Far 
as  the  eye  could  reach,  the  rich  fields  and  woods  of  Flan- 
ders, with  its  populous  villages,  its  lofty  spires,  and  noble 
canals  lay  extended  around  us,  presenting  a  striking  contrast 
to  the  cold,  bare,  triste,  watery  flats  of  Holland,  which  were 
fresh  in  our  remembrance ;  and  Flanders,  no  doubt,  looked 
doubly  beautiful  from  the  recent  comparison. 

We  distinctly  saw  the  fortifications  of  Bergen-op-Zoom  on 
one  side,  and  the  steeple  of  Vilvorde  on  the  other.  We 
traced  the  Scheldt  winding  its  course  through  a  rich  country 
down  towards  the  ocean.  Upon  its  broad  bosom  lay  the  ves- 
sels waving  with  the  flag  of  Britain,  and  destined  to  carry 
home  the  troops  who  had  so  bravely  fought  and  bled  in  her 
service,  and  for  her  glory. 

When  I  thought  of  the  dreadful  waste  of  human  life  and 
sufierings  which  the  battle  of  Waterloo  had  cost  the  world, 
it  almost  seemed  as  if  it  had  been  dearly  purchased:  yet  in 
frequent  indecisive  battles,  and  in  long-protracted  cam- 
paigns, more  blood  might — must  have  been  shed,  without  the 
same  glorious  or  important  results.  In  one  great  day,  years  of 
bloodshed  and  of  toil  had  been  saved.  In  one  tremendous 
burst  of  thunder  the  war  had  ended,  and  the  lightnings  of 
Heaven  in  that  vengeful  hour  had  descended  upon  the  head 
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of  the  guUty.  The  dark  cloud  which  menaced  Europe  had 
passed  away,  and  the  prospect  was  now  cahn,  bright,  and  un- 
clouded. The  blood  of  Britons  had  indeed  flowed,  but  it 
had  flowed  in  a  noble  cause,  and  it  had  not  flowed  in  vain. 
It  had  secured  present  peace  and  security  to  the  world,  and  it 
had  left  to  future  ages  the  proudest  monument  of  British  fame. 

But  I  forget  that  I  am  all  this  time  upon  the  top  of  Ant- 
werp Cathedral ;  and  it  is  high  time  to  descend  from  my  alti- 
tude. When  we  once  more  reached  the  earth,  we  went  to  see  a 
sort  of  religious  puppet-show^  called  Mount  Calvary.  It  had 
been  **  got  up"  with  great  care  and  cost,  and  must  have  re- 
quired a  world  of  labour ;  for  there  were  artificial  rocks  and 
caverns,  and  heaven  and  hell  into  the  bargain;  and  it  was 
altogether  a  most  edifying  spectacle.  There  were  the  Cruci- 
fixion, and  the  Virgin  Mary,  and  St.  Paul,  and  St.  Peter, — 
and  I  dare  say  all  the  rest  of  the  Apostles,  and  at  least  fifty 
more  holy  persons,  who  were  most  likely  saints,  all  as  large 
as  life,  and  made  of  white  stone.  There  were  also  red-hot 
flaming  furnaces  of  purgatory,  filled  with  figures  of  the  same 
materials ;  with  this  difierence,  that  they  were  making 
horrible  grimaces.  There  were  also  the  Sepulchre  and  the 
Angel;  and  our  friend  Mr.  D.  (the  Antwerp  merchant), 
who  took  us  to  see  this  show,  was  in  an  ecstasy  with  it,  and 
declared  that  all  the  paintings  in  the  world  were  not  to  be 
compared  to  it — nay,  that  he  did  actually  think  that  it  was 
almost  as  well  worth  seeing  as  St.  Paul's  or  the  Monument; 
— but  this  he  asserted  more  cautiously. 

We  visited  the  house  and  the  tomb  of  Rubens  with  more 
veneration  than  we  had  paid  to  the  shrines  of  all  the  saints. 
The  people  of  Antwerp  almost  adore  the  memory  of  this  great 
artist.     He  was  descended  from  one  of  the  most  ancient 
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families  in  Flanders;  of  noble  birth  and  of  splendid  fortune. 
Antwerp  was  the  place  of  his  birth  and  of  his  death,  and  his 
spirit  still  seems  to  hover  over  it;  for  never  did  I  witness  a 
passion  for  paintings,  and  a  knowledge  of  the  art,  so  univer- 
sally diffused  among  all  classes  as  in  this  town.  All  the 
merchants,  and  even  the  petty  shopkeepers  and  tradespeople, 
have  good  paintings,  both  of  the  Flemish  and  Italian  school. 
In  every  house  they  may  be  seen ;  and  in  every  street  even 
the  lowest  of  the  people  may  be  heard  to  canvass  their 
merits.  They  still  lament  over  the  loss  of  the  fine  paintings 
which  were  carried  from  the  churches  by  the  French;  and 
they  seemed  particularly  to  grieve  for  their  celebrated  Altar- 
piece,  the  pride  of  their  city,  which  was  taken  from  them. 
They  petitioned  and  implored  Buonaparte  with  so  much 
importunity  and  perseverance  to  restore  to  them  this  idol  of 
their  afiections,  that  he  at  last  promised  it  should  be  sent 
back.  In  process  of  time,  and  in  conformity  with  his  impe- 
rial word,  there  arrived  the  celebrated  altar-piece  of  '*  The 
Descent  from  the  Cross," — correctly  copied  from  the  original 
by  a  modern  French  artist!  The  immortal  touches  of 
Rubens  were  not  there.  The  fraud  was  instantly  dis- 
covered, and  the  people  were  indignant  at  this  mockery  of 
restitution.  They  told  us  they  intended  immediately  to 
send  deputies  to  Paris  to  claim  this  and  the  other  treasures 
of  which  they  had  been  despoiled,  and  which  now  adorn  the 
Louvre. 

There  are  some  very  fine  private  cabinets  of  pictures  in 
Antwerp,  which  are  opened  to  strangers  with  all  that  alacrity 
and  politeness  which  in  England,  in  such  cases,  we  are  so 
lamentably  and  notoriously  deficient  in.  In  one  of  these  we 
saw  the  celebrated  ^'  Chapeau  Pale ''  of  Rubens.     I  was  dis- 
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appointed  in  it;  probably  from  having  had  my  expectations 
too  highly  raised  by  hearing  its  beauties  extravagantly  ex- 
tolled. In  fact,  the  subject  does  not  call  forth  any  great 
powers  either  of  genius  or  execution.  It  is  simply  the  por- 
trait of  a  handsome  woman  with  a  very  attractive  counte- 
nance, and  dressed  in  a  very  becoming  grey  beaver  hat  and 
feather;  and  both  the  lady  and  her  hat  are  most  beautifully 
painted.  We  saw  some  landscapes  by  Rubens,  some  of  which 
were  very  fine.  There  is  no  branch  of  painting  which  the 
versatile  genius  of  this  wonderful  man  did  not  lead  him  to 
attempt,  and  none  in  which  he  did  not  succeed.  His  Scrip- 
tural and  historical  paintings,  upon  which  rests  his  fame; 
his  allegories,  portraits,  and  landscapes,  are  well  known:  but 
1  have  seen  a  miniature  picture  of  his  performance,  beau- 
tifully finished — a  piece  of  fruit  and  flowers,  very  well  exe- 
cuted, though  in  an  uncommon  style — and  lastly,  an  interior^ 
not  a  servile  copy  of  Teniers,  Ostade,  or  Gerard  Douw,  but 
marked  with  his  own  characteristic  originality  of  manner  and 
expression.  This  last  piece  is  in  the  possession  of  a  Flemish 
gentleman  at  Ghent. 

At  Antwerp  we  saw  some  beautiful  landscapes  by  Asselins 
and  Dietrichsen ;  a  very  fine  Holy  Family  by  Murillo ;  and 
the  Death  of  Abel  by  Guido.  The  whole  figure  of  Abel 
prostrate  on  the  earth,  but  especially  the  touching,  the  more 
than  human  expression  of  his  face  as  he  looks  up  at  his 
brother  and  his  murderer,  is  one  of  the  finest  things  I  ever 
beheld  in  painting.  It  is  in  that  upward  look  of  pathetic 
supplication  and  unutterable  feeling  that  Guido  is  unrivalled 
—it  is  his  characteristic  excellence.  We  saw  some  very  fine 
paintings  both  by  Italian  and  Flemish  artists,  but  the  fascina- 
tion  of  the  former,  in  spite  of  myself,  riveted  my  eyes  upon 
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their  never-satlating  beauties.  It  is  impossible  not  to  feel 
the  decided  superiority  of  the  Italian  over  the  Flemish  school 
of  painting,  in  force,  delicacy,  and  dignity  of  expression; 
in  the  power  of  transposing  soul  into  painting,  if  I  may  so 
express  myself,  and  in  all  that  constitutes  the  greatness  and 
the  sublimity  of  the  art.  But  the  Flemish  artists  laboured 
under  great  natural  disadvantages.  They  did  not  live  be- 
neath the  brilliant  sky  that  sheds  its  tints  of  beauty  over  the 
happier  climates  of  Italy  and  Provence  ;  they  did  not  dwell 
in  the  enchanting  vales  and  sunny  mountains,  or  gaze  upon 
the  caverned  rocks  and  romantic  solitudes  which  formed  and 
perfected  the  genius  of  a  Claude  Lorraine,  Vernet,  Salvator 
Rosa,  and  Poussin.  Fate  threw  Berghem  and  Both,  and 
Cuyp,  under  unkinder  skies,  and  amidst  less  picturesque 
scenes  ;  but  in  genius  they  are  perhaps  equal,  if  not  superior, 
to  the  French  and  Italian  masters.  Nor  were  Rubens,  Rem- 
brandt, Teniers,  and  many  of  the  Flemish  artists,  inferior  to 
any  in  conception  and  execution,  in  originality,  in  invention, 
in  truth  of  expression,  and  all  the  natural  and  acquired  powers 
which  constitute  the  perfection  of  the  painter's  art.  And  if 
the  Italian  artists — if  Guido,  Raphael,  Buonarotti,  Carlo 
Dolce,  and  Correggio,  possess  a  pathos  and  sublimity,  a  force, 
a  grace,  and  an  undefinable  charm  of  expression,  which 
makes  their  works  unequalled  on  earth — let  it  be  remem- 
bered that  the  Flemish  artists  did  not,  like  them,  wake  to 
life  amidst  the  beauty  and  the  harmony  of  nature;  they  were 
not  surrounded  by  faces  and  forms  of  speaking,  moving  ex- 
pression— of  heavenly  sublimity  and  soul-subduing  tender- 
ness. The  "  human  face  divine"  was  not  moulded  of  the 
finer  elements  of  beauty  and  of  grace. — Painting  is  an  imi- 
tative art.     The  world  which  Nature  had  spread  before 
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them  they  copied,  but  they  could  not  create  a  new  one. 
They  were  driven  to  seek  in  the  habitations  of  men  for  the 
sources  of  that  interest  which  the  scenes  of  Nature  denied 
them ;  and  their  powerful  and  original  genius,  seizing  upon 
the  materials  which  surrounded  them,  formed  for  itself  a 
new  and  distinct  school.  They  were  most  faithful  copies  of 
Nature.  It  is  impossible  to  travel  through  Belgium  and 
Holland  and  not  notice  at  every  step  the  landscapes  of  Hob- 
bima,  the  Interiors  of  Ostade  and  Gerard  Douw;  the  faces, 
figures,  and  humorous  scenes  which  Teniers  has  exhibited 
so  often  to  our  view;  and  to  recognise  at  every  turn  the  fat 
and  fair,  and  well-fed  and  well-clad  beauties  of  F.  Mieres. 
But  the  paintings  and  the  painters  of  Italy  and  Flanders 
have  led  me  far  from  my  travels.     To  return  to  Antwerp. 

After  the  bright-painted,  well-scoured,  baby-house  look- 
ing towns  of  Holland,  the  streets  of  Antwerp  appeared  very 
grand  and  magnificent,  but  extremely  dirty.  Remarking 
this  to  an  English,  or  rather  an  Irish  ofiicer,  he  laughed,  and 
said  they  were  beautifully  clean  in  comparison  of  the  state 
in  which  the  British  troops  found  them  when  they  first 
came  to  the  garrison.  Their  complaints  of  the  filthiness 
and  unwholesomeness  of  the  town  produced  no  effect ;  and 
to  their  representations  of  the  necessity  of  cleaning  it,  the 
magistrates  answered,  with  ofiended  dignity,  that  *'  the  city 
of  Antwerp  was  clean."  The  British  commandant  then 
ordered  our  soldiers  to  sweep  the  streets,  and  to  pile  up  all 
the  dirt  against  the  houses  of  those  magistrates  who  with  so 
much  pertinacity  maintained  that  the  city  of  Antwerp  was 
clean !  The  mountains  of  dirt  collected  by  the  soldiers  in 
one  morning  blocked  up  the  windows,  and  it  was  with  dif- 
ficulty that   the  magistrates  could  get  out  of  their  doors. 
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When  they  did,  however,  they  immediately  bestirred  them- 
selves, convinced  by  more  senses  than  one  that  the  city  of 
Antwerp  was  not  clean;  and  they  have  taken  due  care  ever 
since  that  the  streets  shall  be  regularly  swept. 

The  churches  in  Antwerp  were  once  extremely  rich  in 
silver  shrines,  images,  ornaments,  gold  plate,  and  precious 
stones;  but  these  treasures,  the  Belgians  said,  had  been 
carried  off  by  Buonaparte:  upon  more  strict  inquiry,  we 
found  that  these  alleged  robberies  of  Napoleon  le  Grand  had 
been  committed  eighteen  years  ago,  most  probably  by  the 
sacrilegious  hands  of  the  Jacobin  Revolutionists,  who  would 
leave  little  or  nothing  for  imperial  plunder.  On  my  remark- 
ing this  to  one  of  the  Belgians,  he  said,  with  a  shrug  of  the 
shoulder,  "  Ah !  c'est  egal — ces  gens-la  etolent  tous  les 
memes — les  coquins!"  —  but  whatever  mischief  has  been 
done,  they  always  lay  it  upon  Buonaparte,  whom  they  hate 
with  a  bitterness  surpassing  all  conception. 

The  journey  betwixt  Antwerp  and  Brussels  was  quite  new 
to  us.  The  anxiety  and  agitation  of  mind  which  we  had 
suffered  on  the  day  we  left  Brussels  for  Antwerp,  had  so 
completely  engrossed  every  faculty,  that  the  scenery  on  the 
way  had  not  made  the  smallest  impression  on  us.  The  ob- 
jects of  living  interest,  with  which  the  road  was  then  crowded, 
had  alone  fixed  our  attention.  I  could  scarcely  believe  that 
I  had  ever  travelled  this  road  before,  or  ever  seen  the  towns 
and  villages  through  which  we  had  so  lately  passed. 

I  beheld  the  same  harvest,  which  I  then  feared  would  be 
reaped  in  blood,  ripening,  to  crown  the  hopes  of  the  hus- 
bandman, beneath  the  blessing  of  Heaven.  My  eye  now 
rested  with  delight  upon  the  corn  fields,  waving  in  rich 
luxuriance,  the  deep  verdure  of  the  meadows,  and  the  lofty 
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woods  which  diversified  the  prospect: — the  peaceful  and 
prosperous  appearance  of  the  country,  and  the  contented, 
gladsome  faces  of  the  people,  as  they  stood  at  their  cottage- 
doors,  "  gay  in  their  Sunday  'tire,"  presented  a  happy  con- 
trast to  the  terrors  and  sufferings  we  had  witnessed,  and  the 
still  more  dreadful  and  multiplied  horrors  which  then  seemed 
ready  to  burst  upon  this  devoted  country. 

We  entered  Malines;  but  I  did  not  retain  the  smallest 
recollection  of  it  until  we  again  reached  the  inn.  From  the 
inn-window  I  well  remembered  sorrowfully  gazing  into  the 
market-place  below,  and  contemplating  the  train  of  baggage- 
waggons,  the  confusion  of  English  carriages,  the  parties  of 
troops  advancing,  the  wounded  soldiers  returning,  and  the 
affrighted  countenances  of  the  poor  Belgic  peasantry,  crowd- 
ing together  in  dismay,  with  which  it  was  then  filled.  Now 
I  beheld  a  very  different  scene: — a  crowd  of  Belgian?, 
indeed,  filled  the  market-place,  but  it  was  a  joyous,  not  a 
trembling  crowd.  The  people  were  all  amusing  themselves 
after  their  own  fashion.  Some  flocking  to  the  Church  ; 
others  gazing  at  a  wonderful  puppet-show,  which  was  sta- 
tioned at  the  very  door;  others  Hstening  to  a  Belgic  ballad- 
singer,  who  was  roaring  out,  in  no  very  harmonious  strains, 
the  downfal  of  Napoleon,  and  the  warlike  prowess  of  the 
Belgians;  and  others  were  talking  and  laughing  with  most 
noisy  glee.  The  sounds  of  innocent  mirth  and  pious  grati- 
tude were  indeed  a  blessed  contrast  to  the  terrors  and  anxiety 
we  had  before  witnessed  here. 

The  Kennesgevin,  or  thanksgiving,  for  the  victory,  and 
for  the  deliverance  of  the  country,  had  been  celebrated,  and 
one  priest  mounting  the  pulpit  after  another,  continued  to 
preach  a  succession  of  homilies  to  the  people,  who  might 
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listen  to  as  many  or  as  few  of  them,  as  their  piety  or  their 
taste  dictated.  We  saw  a  young  priest  mount  the  pulpit, 
and  some  of  the  congregation,  who  had  been  assembled 
during  the  sermon  of  his  predecessor,  remained  to  hear 
him.  He  preached  in  the  Belglc  language,  therefore  we 
could  not  understand  him  ;  his  discourse  was  apparently 
extempore,  and  accompanied  with  much  ungraceful  gesticu- 
lation. In  distant  parts  of  the  Church,  before  the  shrine  of 
many  a  saint,  numbers  of  pious  votaries  of  both  sexes  were 
kneeling  in  silence ;  engaged  in  thftir  private  earnest  devo- 
tions, without  attending  at  all  to  the  lectures  of  the  priest, 
or  being  disturbed  by  those  who,  like  us,  were  wandering 
up  and  down  the  long-drawn  aisles  and  decorated  chapels  of 
this  ancient  Cathedral. 

There  is  a  perpetual  going  in  and  out,  and  moving  back- 
wards and  forwards,  during  the  whole  service  of  the  Roman 
Catholic  Church  abroad.  The  people,  as  soon  as  they  have 
finished  their  own  pray  ers,walk  off  without  ceremony,  and  are 
succeeded  by  others  ;  which  in  a  Protestant  church  we  should 
think  a  most  scandalous  proceeding  ;  and  Indeed  the  service 
of  the  Roman  Catholic  Church  itself,  both  in  England  and 
in  Ireland,  is  conducted  in  a  very  different  manner.  It  is  a 
common  practice  here,  as  well  as  in  France  and  Italy,  for 
strangers  to  walk  about  and  examine  the  churches,  paintings, 
&c.,  when  the  Mass  is  performing  ;  nor  does  it  seem  to 
annoy  the  congregation  in  the  least. 

The  Roman  Catholic  is  the  exclusive  religion  of  Belgium  ^ 
no  other  form  of  worship  or  religious  persuasion  seems  to 
have  any  proselytes  ;  indeed,  it  is  only  in  consequence  of  a 
law  enacted  since  the  present  King  ascended  the  throne,  that 
other  religions  have  been  tolerated.     The  Belgians  are  very 
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pious,  and  even  bigoted;  but  they  are  not  gloomy,  they  are 
lively  bigots;  apparently  without  a  doubt  to  disturb  the 
fulness  of  their  faith;  strict  in  their  observances,  gay  in 
their  lives,  happy  in  the  consolation  their  religion  gives 
them  here,  and  in  its  promises  hereafter.  Comparing  their 
character  with  that  of  their  unbelieving  neighbours,  the 
French,  I  have  no  hesitation  in  preferring  bigotry  to  infi- 
delity. Even  the  extreme  of  superstition  is  better  than  the 
horrors  of  irreligion  and  atheism. 

The  Church  of  Malines  is  a  fine  old  structure :  the  towers 
(for  there  are  two)  seem  to  have  been  built  at  an  earlier 
period  than  the  body.  We  were  astonished  at  the  magni- 
ficence of  the  interior.  Its  magnitude,  its  antiquity,  its  lofty 
arches,  its  massive  pillars,  its  rich  altars,  its  sculptured 
figures,  and  its  carved  confessionals,  have  a  very  imposing 
efiect;  and  the  large,  though  not  fine  paintings  which  adorn 
its  walls,  and  the  decorations  which  piety  has  profusely 
spread  over  every  part  of  this  vast  edifice,  gave  it  an  air  of 
great  splendour.  Foreign  churches  possess  a  decided  advan- 
tage, to  the  eye  of  the  mere  spectator,  over  those  of  England, 
from  being  wholly  unincumbered  with  pews,  which  certainly 
take  from  the  grandeur  and  unity  of  the  whole. 

The  pulpit  of  carved  wood  in  this  Church  is  most  beauti- 
fully executed.  It  was  done  only  a  few  years  ago  by  a 
Flemish  artist.  There  are  a  few  pieces  of  sculpture  of 
ancient  date  carved  in  wood  in  basso  relievo,  and  painted 
white,  which  I  admired  extremely.  The  expression  given 
to  some  of  the  figures  and  faces  is  quite  astonishing. 

We  passed  through  Vilvorde,  half-way  to  Brussels,  where 
there  is  a  strong  Maison  de  force  for  the  imprisonment  and 
employment  of  criminals.     At  the  little  im^  where  we  had 
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before  baited  our  horses,  we  stopped  once  more  for  the  same 
purpose.  The  gargon  remembered  us  immediately,  and  with 
a  countenance  of  great  glee  expressed  his  delight  to  see  us 
again,  and  described  most  vividly  the  distress  they  had  ex- 
perienced, and  all  the  rapid  and  dreadful  alarms  that  had  suc- 
ceeded to  each  other.  He  then  reminded  us  of  our  parting 
prophecy,  that  the  Allies  would  be  victorious,  and  that  the 
French  would  never  more  penetrate  into  Flanders,  and  he 
said,  he  had  often  thought  of  it  since ;  and  that  it  had  proved 
true,  for  they  had  indeed  seen  no  French,  except  "  les  Fran- 
9ois  blesses." 

We  proceeded  on  our  journey  through  a  country  stiU  im- 
proving in  beauty.  Sloping  grounds,  and  woods  and  lawns, 
and  country  seats  and  pleasure-grounds,  and  meadows  covered 
with  the  richest  verdure,  greeted  our  eyes  as  we  advanced  to 
Brussels.  We  met  and  passed  several  of  the  Diligences ; 
tremendous  machines  in  size,  and  in  slowness,  not  unHke  the 
vehicles  which  in  England  are  used  for  the  conveyance  of 
wild  beasts  from  one  town  to  another.  They  were  filled  with 
an  innumerable  motley  multitude,  some  of  which  were  play- 
ing upon  the  fiddle,  others  singing,  and  all  merry-making, 
as  they  jogged  along.  The  road  was  much  cut  up  with  the 
passage  of  commissariat-waggons,  long  trains  of  which  we 
frequently  met  upon  the  way. 

We  drew  near  to  Brussels,  and  traversed  the  margin  of 
that  calm  and  quiet  canal,  which,  when  we  left  it,  had  pre- 
sented a  scene  of  such  horrid  confusion;  and  as  we  ap- 
proached Lacken  we  looked  up  at  it  once  more,  but  with 
very  different  feelings  to  those  with  which  we  had  gazed  at 
it  when  we  had  passed  it  before,  and  recollected  the  boast 
Napoleon  had  made  the  preceding  day — **  To-morrow  I  shall 
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sleep  at  Lacken."  It  was  from  hence  that  his  premature 
pompous  declarations  to  the  Belgic  people  were  dated,  an- 
nouncing victory ;  which  were  even  found  ready  printed  in 
his  carriage  at  Charleroi,  after  his  defeat  and  flight  on  the 
18  th  of  June. 

We  entered  a  sort  of  wood.  On  each  side  of  us,  upon  the 
grass  and  beneath  the  shade  of  the  trees,  there  was  a  large 
encampment  of  tents,  men,  horses,  waggons,  huts,  and  arms; 
with  all  the  accompaniments  and  confusion  attendant  upon 
such  an  establishment.  It  formed,  however,  a  picturesque 
and  animated  scene;  fires  were  burning,  suppers  cooking, 
men  sleeping,  children  playing,  women  scolding,  horses 
grazing,  and  waggons  loading ;  while  long  carts  and  tumbrils 
were  drawn  up  beneath  the  trees ;  parties  of  Flemish  drivers 
sitting  on  the  ground  round  the  fires,  drinking  and  smoking; 
and  people  moving  to  and  fro  in  every  direction.  This  en- 
campment belonged  to  the  Commissariat  department. 

We  passed  the  Allee  Verte,  usually  the  fashionable  pro- 
menade for  carriages  on  Sunday  evening;  but  though  this 
was  Sunday  evening,  it  was  entirely  deserted.  The  in- 
habitants of  Brussels  had  not  yet,  perhaps,  resumed  their 
habits  of  gaiety,  and  in  fact  the  Allee  Verte  was  nearly  im- 
passable, owing  to  the  heavy  rains  and  the  immense  passage 
of  military  carriages  upon  it. 

We  entered  Brussels  about  the  same  hour  that  we  had 
entered  it  for  the  first  time.  Then,  the  British  military  were 
crowding  every  street ;  standing  at  every  corner ;  leaning 
out  of  every  window,  in  the  full  vigour  of  youth  and  hope 
and  expectation:  then,  they  were  gaily  talking  and  laughing, 
unconscious  that  to  many  it  was  the  last  night  of  their  lives. 
Now,  Brussels  was  filled  with  the  wounded.   It  is  impossible 
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to  describe  with  what  emotions  we  read  the  words  **  Milltaires 
blesses"  marked  upon  every  door;  "  un,  deux,  trois,  quatre/' 
even  *'  hult  OfEciers  blesses,"  were  written  upon  the  houses 
in  white  chalk.  As  we  slowly  passed  along,  at  every  open 
window  we  saw  the  wounded,  *' languid  and  pale,  the  ghosts 
of  what  they  were."  In  the  Pare,  which  had  presented  so 
gay  a  scene  on  the  night  of  our  arrival,  crowded  with 
military  men,  and  with  fashionable  women,  a  few  officers, 
lame,  disabled,  or  supported  on  crutches,  with  their  arms  in 
slings,  or  their  heads  bound  up,  were  now  only  to  be  seen, 
slowly  loitering  in  its  deserted  walks,  or  languidly  reclining 
on  its  benches.  The  Place  Roy  ale,  which  we  had  left  a 
dreadful  scene  of  tumult  and  confusion,  was  now  quite  quiet, 
and  nearly  empty.  It  was  in  all  respects  a  melancholy 
contrast,  and  it  was  with  saddened  hearts  that  we  alighted 
at  the  Hotel  de  Flandre,  where  they  gladly  received  us 
again,  and  talked  much  of  the  eventful  scenes  that  had  fol- 
lowed our  departure. 

Colonel  M..  of  the  InnisklUen  Dragoons,  was  In  this  hotel. 
He  had  been  severely  wounded  in  five  different  places ;  he 
passed  the  night  after  the  battle  on  the  road  between 
Waterloo  and  Brussels,  which  was  completely  blocked  up  from 
the  excessive  confusion  occasioned  by  the  abandoned  baggage 
and  waggons.  Although  his  life  had  been  despaired  of,  he  was 
now  recovering,  and  supposed  to  be  out  of  danger.  Some 
English  newspapers,  which  we  borrowed,  were  indescribably 
interesting  to  us ;  every  particular  relative  to  the  battle  we 
read,  or  rather  devoured,  with  insatiable  avidity;  but  the 
list  of  the  killed  and  wounded  we  could  not  get  a  sight  of 
till  the  next  morning.  Secure  that  none  of  our  own  friends 
were  cont^ine^  in  it,  we  restramecj  our  impatience  mi  went 
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to  rest.  Little  did  we  know  the  shock  that  awaited  us  I  the 
misery  of  the  following  morning,  when  we  saw  the  name  of 
Major  L.  among  the  list  of  severely  wounded  ;  and  found 
him  at  last  in  a  state  of  extreme  suffering  and  danger  ! 
The  days  of  deep  anxiety  and  individual  grief  that  fol- 
lowed I  pass  over  in  silence.  Nor  can  I  bear  to  dwell 
upon  the  miseries  it  was  our  lot  to  witness  ;  the  still  more 
excruciating  and  hopeless  sufferings  which  we  daily  heard 
related,  and  the  scenes  of  death  and  distracting  affliction 
which  surrounded  us.  How  often  was  the  anxious  inquiry 
made  with  tremblinfj  eaoferness  for  a  wounded  friend  or 
relation — *' Where  is  he  to  be  found?  "  How  often,  after  a 
few  minutes  of  torturing  suspense,  was  the  dreadful  answer 
returned — **  Dead  of  his  wounds !"  Numbers  of  the  young 
and  the  brave,  after  languishing  for  weeks  in  hopeless  agony, 
expired  during  our  stay  in  Brussels  ;  and  it  happened  more 
than  once  within  our  own  knowledge,  that  the  parents,  whose 
earthly  hopes  and  happiness  were  centred  in  an  only  son, 
arrived  from  England  to  see  their  wounded  boy  the  very  day 
of  his  decease — in  time  to  gaze  upon  his  insensible  and 
altered  corpse,  and  to  follow  the  mortal  remains  of  all  they 
loved  to  the  grave.  The  heart-broken  countenance,  and  the 
silent,  motionless  grief  of  one  old  man,  whom  I  saw  under 
this  dreadful  affliction,  made  an  impression  on  my  mind  too 
strong  to  be  easily  forgotten.  Despair  seemed  to  have  settled 
upon  his  soul,  but  he  neither  shed  a  tear,  nor  uttered  a  com- 
plaint. I  could  not  even  go  from  the  hotel  where  we  stayed 
to  the  house  where  Major  L.  lodged,  without  passing  crowded 
hospitals,  fflled  with  many  hundreds  of  poor  wounded  soldiers ; 
and  although  every  attention  that  skill  and  humanity  could 
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suggest  to  contribute  to  their  recovery  was  paid  to  thern,  both 
by  the  British  Government  and  the  Belgic  people,  their 
sufferings  were  dreadful.  Many  of  the  British  officers  died 
in  the  common  hospitals :  they  had  been  originally  conveyed 
to  them,  and  it  was  afterwards  found  impossible  to  remove 
them. 

At  every  corner  the  most  pitiable  objects  struck  one^s 
eye.  I  could  not  pass  through  a  single  street  without 
meeting  some  unfortunate  being,  the  very  sight  of  whose 
sufferings  wrung  my  heart  with  anguish.  Numbers  of 
young  officers,  in  the  very  flower  of  life  and  vigour,  pale, 
feeble,  and  emaciated,  were  slowly  dragging  along  their 
mutilated  forms.  Upon  couches,  supported  by  pillows,  near 
the  open  windows,  numbers  lay  to  enjoy  the  fresh  summer 
air,  and  divert  the  sense  of  pain  by  looking  at  what  passed 
in  the  streets.  But  we  knew  too  well,  that  the  sufferings 
we  saw  were  nothing  to  those  we  did  not  see.  Every  house 
was  filled  with  wounded  British  officers;  and  how  many, 
like  our  old  friend  Major  L.,  were  silently  enduring  lin- 
gering and  excruciating  torture,  unable  to  raise  themselves 
from  the  couch  of  pain  ! 

Often,  as  I  gazed  at  the  soldier's  frequent  funeral  as  it 
passed  along,  I  could  not  help  thinking  that,  though  no  eye 
here  was  moistened  with  a  tear,  yet  in  some  remote  cottage 
or  humble  dwelling  of  my  native  country,  the  heart  of  the 
wife  or  the  mother  would  be  wrung  with  despair  for  the 
loss  of  him  who  was  now  borne  unnoticed  to  a  foreign  grave. 
But  let  me  not  dwell  upon  these  scenes  of  misery;  their 
remembrance  is  still  too  painful — though  it  can  never  be 
erased  from  my  mind. 
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When  at  last  we  had  the  consolation  of  seeing  our  good 
old  friend  out  of  immediate  danger,  we  dedicated  one  day 
to  a  visit  to  Waterloo.* 

On,  the  morning  of  Saturday  the  15th  of  July,  we  set 
off  to  visit  the  field  of  the  ever-memorable  and  glorious 
battle  of  Waterloo.  After  passing  the  ramparts,  we  de- 
scended to  the  pretty  little  village  of  Ixelles,  embosomed  in 
woods  and  situated  close  to  the  margin  of  a  still,  glassy  piece 
of  water.  From  thence  we  ascended  a  steep  hill,  and 
immediately  entered  the  deep  shades  of  the  forest  of 
Soignies,  which  extends  about  nine  miles  from  Brussels. 
The  morning  was  bright  and  beautiful;  the  summer  sun 
sported  through  the  branches  which  met  above  our  heads, 
and  gleamed  upon  the  silver  trunks  of  the  lofty  beech  trees. 
On  either  side  woodland  roads  continually  struck  in  various 
directions  through  the  forest;  so  seldom  trodden,  that  they 
were  covered  with  the  brightest  verdure.  At  intervals,  neat 
white-washed  cottages,  and  little  villages  by  the  roadside, 
enlivened  the  forest  scenery.     We  passed  through  **  Vivi- 

♦  The  road  from  Brussels  to  the  field  of  battle  was  not  for  some  time 
considered  safe,  on  account  of  the  number  of  deserters  who  had  taken 
shelter  in  the  woods,  and  issued  forth,  sometimes  alone,  and  sometimes  in 
a  gang,  to  rob  passengers  and  plunder  the  defenceless  cottages  and  farm- 
houses of  the  surrounding  country.  Neither  property  nor  life  certainly 
could  be  considered  safe  at  the  mercy  of  these  armed  desperadoes ;  but  I 
never  heard  of  any  well-authenticated  murder  that  they  committed :  and 
from  all  the  inquiries  I  made,  I  believe  that  most  of  the  horrible  stories 
we  heard  of  their  enormities  were  entirely  devoid  of  truth ;  and  that  the 
mischief,  even  in  the  way  of  plunder,  they  did,  was  very  much  exaggerated. 
Even  at  the  time  we  went  to  the  field,  great  apprehensions  were  enter- 
tained by  many  people  of  these  lawless  deserters.  Large  parties  of  these 
were  brought  in  two  or  three  times  a  week,  during  our  stay  in  Brussels. 
They  consisted  of  Belgic,  Nassau,  and  Brunswick  soldiers.  There  was 
some  diflSculty  in  procuring  proper  places  of  confinement  for  them.  They 
were  generally  sent  to  the  neighbouring  Maisons  de  Force;  what  eventually 
was  to  be  their  punishment,  or  what  has  been  their  fate,  I  have  never 
been  able  to  learn. 
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doUes,"  "La  Petite  Esplnette,"  "La  Grande  Esplnette/' 
^^LonguevlUe,"  and  several  other  hamlets  whose  names  I 
have  forgotten.^ 

Upon  the  doors  of  many  of  the  cottages  we  passed,  wera 
written,  in  white  chalk,  the  names  of  the  officers  w^ho  had 
used  them  for  temporary  quarters  on  their  way  to  the  battle  ; 
or  who  had  been  carried  there  for  shelter  in  returning, 
when  wounded  and  unable  to  proceed  further.  Many  we 
knew  had  died  in  these  miserable  abodes ;  but  all  the  survi- 
vors, excepting  one  or  two  of  the  most  severely  wounded,  had 
now  been  removed  to  Brussels.  It  was  impossible  to  retrace, 
without  emotion,  the  very  road  by  which  our  brave  troops 
had  marched  out  to  battle,  three  weeks  before,  and  by  which 
thousands  had  been  brought  back,  covered  with  wounds,  in 
pain  and  torture.  They  alone  of  all  that  gallant  army  had 
returned ;  thousands  had  met  a  glorious  death  upon  the 
field  of  battle,  and  the  victorious  survivors  had  pursued  their 
onward  march  to  the  capital  of  France. 

I  could  not  help  asking  myself,  as  we  proceeded  along, 
what  would  have  been  the  consequences  if  the  French  and 
British  armies  had  happened  to  encounter  each  other  in  the 
midst  of  this  forest,  instead  of  meeting,  as  they  did,  a  few 
miles  beyond  it?  Had  our  troops  been  a  little  later  in 
leaving  Brussels  on  the  morning  of  the  16th  of  June,  this 
must  inevitably  have  been  the  case ;  for  it  was  impossible 
that  the  advanced  guard  of  Belgic  troops,  which  was  sta- 
tioned at  the  outpost  of  Quatre  Bras,  could  have  sustained 

*  It  is  remarkable  that  every  village  in  this  part  of  the  country  has  a 
French  name,  except  Waterloo,  which  is  pronounced  by  the  natives — • 
according  to  the  fVishion  of  the  London  Cockneys — Vaterloo ;  the  letter  W 
being  the  exchisive  property  of  the  British  people— with  the  exception  of 
the  aforesaid  Cockneys,  who  resign  all  claim  to  it. 
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Se  attack  of  the  French,  or  have  delayed  their  progress  for 
uny  length  of  time.  But  if  the  hostile  armies  had  encoun- 
tered each  other  here,  it  would  have  been  impossible  that  a 
general  action  could  have  taken  place  ;  the  thick  entangled 
underwood  makes  all  entrance  into  the  forest  impracticable  ; 
and  if  they  had  attempted  to  fight,  the  road  would  soon  have 
been  choked  up  with  dead.  Yet  the  English,  I  imagine, 
would  not  have  retreated,  since,  if  they  had,  they  must  either 
have  abandoned  Brussels  to  the  enemy,  or  fought  under  its 
Yery  walls ;  and  whether  the  French  would  have  retreated 
till  they  came  to  open  ground,  or  how  they  would  have  ma- 
noeuvred in  such  a  situation,  it  was  impossible  for  an  unmili- 
tary  head  like  mine  even  to  form  a  conjecture.  During  the 
battle,  all  the  cottages  and  villages  by  the  wayside  had  been 
deserted  by  their  inhabitants,  who  fled  in  consternation  into 
the  woods,  in  expectation  of  the  victory  and  immediate  ad- 
vance of  the  French,  from  whom  they  looked  for  no  mercy. 
The  road  had  been  so  dreadfully  cut  up  with  the  heavy  rains 
and  the  incessant  travelUng  upon  it,  that  notwithstanding 
three  weeks  of  summer  weather  had  now  elapsed  since  the 
battle,  the  chaussee  in  the  centre  was  worn  into  ruts  upon 
the  hard  pavement,  and  in  many  places  it  was  still  so  deep, 
that  the  horses  could  scarcely  drag  us  through  ;  the  unpaved 
way  on  each  side  of  the  chaussee  was  perfectly  impassable. 
Along  the  whole  way,  shattered  wheels  and  broken  remains 
of  waggons  still  lay,  buried  among  the  mud.  Their  demoli- 
tion was  one  of  the  many  consequences  tJiat  resulted  from 
the  violent  panic  with  which  the  men  who  were  left  in 
charge  of  the  baggage  were  seized  towards  the  close  of  the 
battle.  It  was  originally  caused,  I  understood,  by  the  Belgic 
cavalry,  great  numbers  of  whom  fled  in  the  heat  of  the  des- 
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perate  attack  made  by  the  French  upon  our  army  in  front  of 
Mont  St.  Jean  before  the  Prussians  came  up.  They  were 
ralUed  and  brought  back  by  some  British  officers;  but, 
unable  to  stand  the  dreadful  onset  of  the  French,  they 
turned  about  again  and  fle-d  in  irretrievable  confusion, 
trampling  upon  the  wounded  and  the  dying  in  their  speed, 
and  spreading  the  alarm  that  the  battle  was  lost.  With 
troops  less  steady,  with  any  other  troops,  in  short,  than  the 
British,  the  example  of  flight,  joined  to  such  an  alarm,  at 
this  critical  moment,  might  have  occasioned  the  loss  of  the 
battle  in  reality.  The  men  stationed  in  the  rear  in  charge  of 
the  baggage,  who  knew  nothing  of  what  was  going  forward, 
believed  at  once  the  report,  and,  without  stopping  a  moment 
to  ascertain  its  truth,  they  set  off  at  full  speed.  If  the  battle 
was  lost,  it  was  clearly  their  business  to  run  away,  and  they 
could  not  be  accused  of  neglecting  this  part  of  their  duty. 
Following  the  example  of  the  Belgians,  they  all  set  off  full 
gallop  in  the  utmost  confusion,  pell-mell,  along  the  road  to 
Brussels.  Nothing  is  so  infectious,  nothing  so  rapid  in  its 
progress  as  fear:  the  panic  increased  every  moment;  the 
terrified  fugitives  overtook  the  carts  filled  with  wounded, 
and  encountered  waggons  and  troops,  and  military  supplies 
coming  up  to  the  field.  It  was  impossible  to  pass:  the  road, 
confined  on  each  side  by  the  thickly  woven  and  impenetrable 
underwood,  was  speedily  choked  up;  those  who  were  pro-, 
ceeding  to  the  army  insisted  upon  going  one  way,  and  those 
who  were  running  away  from  it,  persisted  in  going  the  other. 
The  confusion  surpassed  all  description;  till  at  last,  amidst 
the  crash  of  waggons,  the  imprecations  of  the  drivers,  and 
the  cries  of  the  soldiers,  a  battle  took  place,  and  many  were 
the  broken  heads  and  bruiseS;  and  various  were  the  wounds 
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and  contusions  received  in  this  inglorious  fray.  It  is  even 
said,  and  I  fear  with  truth,  that  some  lives  were  lost.  The 
baggage  was  abandoned,  and  scattered  along  the  road;  the 
waggons  were  thrown  one  upon  another  into  the  woods,  and 
over  the  banks  by  the  road-side;  the  horses,  half-killed,  were 
left  to  perish ;  and  the  wounded  were  deserted.  Over  every 
obstacle  these  panic-struck  people,  frantic  with  fear,  forced 
their  way,  and,  pursued  by  nothing  but  their  own  terrified 
imaginations,  they  arrived  at  Brussels,  proclaiming  the 
dreadful  news  that  the  battle  was  lost,  and  the  French  ad- 
vancing! The  fearful  tidings  extended  from  thence  even 
into  Holland;  and  thus,  in  consequence  of  the  cowardice  of 
some  Belgians  and  baggage-men,  the  last  and  most  dreadful 
alarm  of  Sunday  night  was  spread  over  the  whole  country. 

The  road,  the  whole  way  through  the  forest  of  Soignies, 
was  marked  with  vestiges  of  the  dreadful  scenes  w^hich  had 
recently  taken  place  upon  it.  Bones  of  unburied  horses,  and 
pieces  of  broken  carts  and  harness  were  scattered  about.  At 
every  step  we  met  with  tlie  remains  of  some  tattered  clothes, 
which  had  once  been  a  soldier's.  Shoes,  belts,  and  scab- 
bards,  infantry  caps  battered  to  pieces,  broken  feathers  and 
Highland  bonnets  covered  with  mud,  were  strewn  along  the 
road-side,  or  thrown  among  the  trees.  These  mournful 
relics  had  belonged  to  the  wounded  who  had  attempted  to 
crawl  from  the  fatal  field,  and  who,  unable  to  proceed 
farther,  had  laid  down  and  died  upon  the  ground  now 
marked  by  their  graves — if  holes  dug  by  the  way-side  and 
hardly  covered  v/ith  earth  deserved  that  name.  The  bodies 
of  the  wounded  who  died  in  the  waggons  on  the  way  to 
Brussels  had  also  been  thrown  out,  and  hastily  interred. 
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Thus  the  road  between  Waterloo  and  Brussels  was  one 
long  uninterrupted  charnel-house  :  the  smell,  the  whole  way 
through  the  forest,  was  extremely  offensive,  and  in  some 
places  scarcely  bearable.  Deep  stagnant  pools  of  red  putrid 
water,  mingled  with  mortal  remains,  betrayed  the  spot  where 
the  bodies  of  men  and  horses  had  mingled  together  in  death. 
We  passed  a  large  cross  on  the  left  side  of  the  road,  which 
had  been  erected  in  ancient  times  to  mark  the  place  where 
one  human  being  had  been  murdered.  How  many  had  now 
sunk  around  it  in  agony,  and  breathed,  unnoticed  and  un- 
pitied,  their  dying  groans !  It  was  surrounded  by  many  a 
fresh-made,  melancholy  mound,  which  had  served  for  the 
soldier's  humble  grave ;  but  no  monument  points  out  to 
future  times  the  bloody  spot  where  they  expired;  no  cross 
stands  to  implore  from  the  passenger  the  tribute  of  a  tear,  or 
call  forth  a  pious  prayer  for  the  repose  of  the  departed  spirits 
who  here  perished  for  their  country ! 

The  melancholy  vestiges  of  death  and  destruction  became 
more  frequent,  the  pools  of  putrid  water  more  deep,  and  the 
smell  more  offensive,  as  we  approached  Waterloo,  which  is 
situated  at  the  distance  of  about  three  leagues,  or  scarcely 
nine  miles,  from  Brussels.  Before  we  left  the  forest,  the 
Church  of  Waterloo  appeared  in  view,  at  the  end  of  the 
avenue  of  trees.  It  is  a  singular  building,  much  in  the  form 
of  a  Chinese  temple,  and  built  of  red  brick.  On  leaving  the 
wood,  we  passed  the  trampled  and  deep-marked  bivouac, 
where  the  heavy  baggage- waggons,  tilted  carts,  and  tumbrils 
had  been  stationed  during  the  battle,  and  from  which  they 
had  taken  flight  with  such  precipitation. 

Even  here  cannon-balls  had  lodged  in  the  trees,  but  had 
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passed  over  the  roofs  of  the  cottages.  We  entered  the  vil- 
lage which  has  given  its  name  to  the  most  glorious  battle 
ever  recorded  in  the  annals  of  history.  It  was  the  Head- 
quarters of  the  British  army  on  the  nights  preceding  and 
following  the  battle.  It  was  here  the  dispositions  for  the 
action  were  made  on  Saturday  afternoon.  It  was  here  on 
Monday  morning  the  dispatches  were  written,  which  per- 
haps contain  the  most  brief  and  unassuming  account  a  con- 
queror ever  penned,  of  the  most  glorious  victory  that  a 
conqueror  ever  won  *  Waterloo  consists  of  a  sort  of  long, 
irregular  street  of  whitewashed  cottages,  through  which  the 
road  runs.  Some  of  them  are  detached,  and  some  built  in 
rows.  A  small  house,  with  a  neat,  little,  square  flower- 
garden  before  it,  on  the  right  hand,  was  pointed  out  to  us  as 
the  quarters  of  Lord  Uxbridge,  and  the  place  where  he  re- 
mained after  the  amputation  of  his  leg,  until  well  enough  to 
bear  removal.  His  name,  and  those  of  "  His  Grace  the 
Duke  of  Wellington,"  "  His  Royal  Highness  the  Prince  of 
Orange,"  and  other  pompous  titles,  were  written  on  the  doors 
of  these  little  thatched  cottages.  We  also  read  the  lamented 
names  of  Sir  Thomas  Picton,  Sir  Alexander  Gordon,  Sir 
William  de  Lancey,  and  Sir  William  Ponsonby,  who  had 
slept  there  the  night  before  the  battle,  and  many  others  who 
now  sleep  in  the  bed  of  honour.  Volumes  of  sermons  and 
homilies  upon  the  instability  of  human  life  could  not  have 
spoken  such  affecting  and  convincing  eloquence  to  our  hearts 
as  the  sight  of  these  names,  thus  traced  in  chalk,  which  had 
been  more  durable  than  the  lives  of  these  gallant  men. 
After  leaving  Waterloo,    the  ground   rises  :    the    wood, 

*  Caesar's  celebrated  hulletin^  "  Veni,  vidi,  vici,"  was  more  concise,  but 
pot  C[.u;te  so  una^gumin^, 
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which  had  opened,  again  surrounded  us,  though  in  a  more 
straggling  and  irregular  manner — and  it  was  not  till  we  ar- 
rived at  the  little  village  of  Mont  St.  Jean,  more  than  a  mile 
beyond  Waterloo,  that  we  finally  quitted  the  shade  of  the 
forest,  and  entered  upon  the  open  field  where  the  battle  had 
been  fought.  During  the  whole  of  the  action  the  rear  of  the 
left  wing  of  our  army  rested  upon  this  little  village,  from 
which  the  French  named  the  battle.  We  gazed  with  par- 
ticular interest  at  a  farm-house,  at  the  farthest  extremity  of 
the  village  nearest  the  field,  on  the  left  side  of  the  road, — 
with  its  walls  and  gates  and  roofs  still  bearing  the  vestiges  of 
the  cannon-balls  that  had  pierced  them.  Every  part  of  this 
house  and  offices  was  filled  with  wounded  British  officers ; 
and  here  our  friend  Major  L.  was  conveyed  in  excruciating 
agony,  upon  an  old  blanket,  supported  by  the  bayonets  of 
four  of  his  soldiers. 

On  the  right  we  saw  at  some  distance  the  church  of 
Braine  la  Leude,  which  was  in  the  rear  of  the  extremity  of 
the  right  wing  of  our  army.  From  the  top  of  the  steeple 
of  this  church  the  battle  might  have  been  seen  more  dis- 
tinctly than  from  any  other  place,  if  any  one  had  possessed 
coolness  and  hardihood  sufficient  to  have  stood  the  calm 
spectator  of  such  a  scene;  and  if  some  cannot-ball  had  not 
stopped  his  observations  by  carrying  off*  his  head. 

Alighting  from  the  carriage,  which  we  sent  back  to  the 
barriere  of  Mont  St.  Jean,  we  walked  past  the  place  where 
the  beaten  down  corn,  and  the  whole  appearance  of  the 
ground,  would  alone  have  been  sufficient  to  have  indicated 
that  it  had  been  the  bivouac  of  the  British  army  on  the  tem- 
pestuous night  before  the  battle,  when,  after  marching  and 
fighting  all  day  beneath  a  burning  sun,  they  lay  all  night  in 
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this  swampy  piece  of  ground,  under  torrents  of  rain.  We 
rapidly  hurried  on,  until  our  progress  was  arrested  by  a  long 
line  of  immense  fresh-made  graves.  We  suddenly  stopped 
— we  stood  rooted  to  the  spot — we  gazed  around  us  in 
silence ;  for  the  emotions  that  at  this  moment  swelled  our 
hearts  were  too  deep  for  utterance — we  felt  that  we  stood  on 
the  field  of  battle ! 

*'  And  these,  then,  are  the  graves  of  the  brave !"  at  length 
mournfully  exclaimed  one  of  the  party,  after  a  silence  of  some 
minutes,  hastily  wiping  away  some  **  natural  tears.'*  ''  Look 
how  they  extend  all  along  in  front  of  this  broken,  beaten- 
down  hedge — what  tremendous  slaughter!"  *' This  is,  or 
rather  was,"  said  an  officer  who  was  our  conductor,  *'  the 
hedge  of  La  Haye  Sainte;*  the  ground  in  front  of  it,  and 
the  narrow  lane  that  runs  behind  it,  were  occupied  by  Sir 
Thomas  Picton's  division,  which  formed  the  left  wing  of  tlio 
army;  and  it  was  in  leading  forward  his  men  to  a  glorious 
and  successful  charge  against  a  furious  attack  made  by  an 
immense  force  of  the  enemy,  that  this  gallant  and  lamented 
officer  fell.  He  was  shot  through  the  head,  and  died  in- 
stantly, without  uttering  a  word  or  a  groan !"  We  gazed  at 
the  opposite  height,  or  rather  bank,  upon  which  the  French 
army  was  posted.  We  thought  of  the  feelings  with  which 
our  gallant  soldiers  must  have  viewed  it,  before  the  action 
commenced,  when  it  was  covered  with  the  innumerable 
legions  of  France,  ranged  in  arms  against  them.  The  solemn 
and  portentous  stillness  which  precedes  the  bursting  of  the 
tempest,  is  nothing  to  the  awful  sublimity  of  a  moment  such 

•  La  Haye  Sainte  (the  holy  hedge).  It  gives  its  name  to  the  farm  - 
house  of  La  Haye  Sainte.  I  could  not  hear  from  any  of  the  country  people 
-vvhy  it  was  distinguished  by  the  epithet  '^  Sair.te."  They  did  not  seem  to 
have  any  tradition  respectir.g  it. 


128  THE   DAYS   OF  BATTLE. 

as  this.  The  threatening  columns  of  that  immense  army, 
which  their  valour  had  destroyed  and  scattered,  were  then 
ready  to  pour  down  upon  them.  The  cannon  taken  in  the 
action,  which  now  stood  in  the  field  before  us  under  the 
guard  of  a  single  British  soldier,  were  then  turned  against 
them. 

The  field-pieces  taken  by  the  Prussians  in  the  pursuit  were 
not  here.  But  130  pieces  of  cannon  belonging  to  the  British, 
and  taken  by  them  on  the  field  of  battle,  still  remained  here. 
We  went  to  examine  them ;  they  were  beautiful  pieces  of 
ordnance,  inscribed  with  very  whimsical  names,  and  some  of 
them  with  the  revolutionary  words  of  Liberte,  Egalite,  Fra- 
ternite!  Our  own  artillery,  which  was  admirably  served, 
had  been  principally  placed  in  two  lines  upon  the  ridge  of 
the  gentle  slope  on  which  our  army  was  stationed.  About 
four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  the  first  line  of  guns  advanced^ 
and  the  second  took  the  place  which  the  first  had  before  occu- 
pied ;  it  was  also  placed  upon  every  little  eminence  over  the 
field,  and  it  did  great  execution  amongst  the  enemy's  ranks.* 

*  An  order  had  been  issued  not  to  fire  at  the  enemy's  field-pieces,  but 
at  the  troops.  However,  during  the  latter  part  of  the  action,  a  young 
officer  of  artillery,  out  of  patience  with  the  destruction  caused  among  his 
men,  and  particularly  with  the  loss  of  Captain  Bolton,  his  friend  and 
brother  officer,  from  the  fire  of  some  guns  opposite,  levelled  his  cannon  at 
them,  and  had  the  satisfaction  to  see  the  French  artillerymen,  and  officers 
who  commanded  them,  fall  in  their  turn.  At  that  moment  he  was  accosted 
suddenly  by  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  whom  he  had  no  idea  was  near — 
"What  are  you  firing  at  there?"  The  artillery  officer  confessed  what  he 
was  about.  "  Keep  a  good  look  out  to  your  left,"  said  the  Duke,  "  you 
will  see  a  large  body  of  the  enemy  advancing  just  now — fire  at  them." 
They  soon  perceived  a  tremendous  number  of  the  Imperial  Guards,  the 
elite  of  the  army,  advancing  with  great  order  and  steadiness  to  attack  the 
British.  The  moment  they  appeared  in  view,  the  officer  to  whom  the 
Duke  had  spoken,  directed  against  them  such  a  tremendous  and  effective 
fire,  that  they  were  mowed  down  by  ranks.  This  gallant  young  officer 
had  volunteered  his  services,  and  was  one  qf  tl^e  l^rigi^de  attached  tQ  the 
g§con4  ^iyisjoft  of  owx  OfVinj, 
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The  ground  occupied  by  Sir  Thomas  Picton's  division,  on 
the  left  of  the  road  from  Brussels,  is  lower  than  any  other 
part  of  the  British  position.  It  is  divided  from  the  more 
elevated  ridge  where  the  French  were  posted  by  a  very 
gentle  declivity.  To  the  right  the  ground  rises,  and  the 
hollow  irregularly  increases,  until  at  Chateau  Hougoumont 
it  becomes  a  sort  of  small  dell  or  ravine,  and  the  banks  are 
both  high  and  steep.  But  the  ground  occupied  by  the 
French  is  uniformly  higher,  and  decidedly  a  stronger  posi- 
tion thaa  ours. 

Nothing  struck  me  with  more  surprise  than  the  confined 
space  in  which  this  tremendous  battle  had  been  fought;  and 
this,  perhaps,  in  some  measure  contributed  to  its  sanguinary 
result.  The  space  which  divided  the  two  armies  from  the 
farm-house  of  La  Haye  Sainte,  which  was  occupied  by  our 
troops,  to  La  Belle  Alliance,  which  was  occupied  by  theirs, 
would,  I  think,  scarcely  measure  three  furlongs.  Not  more 
than  half  a  mile  could  have  intervened  between  the  main 
body  of  the  French  and  English  armies;  and  from  the  ex- 
tremity of  the  right  to  that  of  the  left  wing  of  our  army,  I 
should  suppose  to  be  little  more  than  a  mile. 

The  hedge  along  which  Sir  Thomas  Picton's  division  was 
stationed,  and  through  which  the  Scots  Greys,  with  the 
Royals  and  the  Inniskillens,  headed  by  Lord  Uxbridge,  made 
their  glorious  and  decisive  charge  at  the  close  of  the  action,  is 
almost  the  only  one  in  the  field  of  battle.  The  ground  is 
occasionally  divided  by  some  shallow  ditches,  and  in  one 
pkce  there  is  a  sort  of  low  mud  dyke,  which  was  very  much 
broken  and  beaten  down.  This  was  not  on  the  ground  our 
troops  occupied,  but  rather  below  the  French  position  ;  and 
excepting  this,  the  whole  field  of  battle  is  unenclosed.     The 
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ground  is,  however,  very  uneven  and  broken,  and  the  soil  a 
strong  clay.  It  belongs  to  different  farmers,  and  bore  crops 
of  different  kinds  of  corn ;  but  it  is  entirely  arable  land,  and, 
excepting  a  very  small  piece  on  the  French  side,  none  of  it 
was  in  grass. 

Against  the  left  wing  of  our  army  the  attacks  of  the 
French  were  furious  and  incessant.  Buonaparte  had  sta- 
tioned opposite  to  it  the  chief  body  of  his  Corps  de  Reserve, 
and  fresh  columns  of  troops  continually  poured  down,  with- 
out being  able  to  make  the  smallest  impression  upon  the  firm 
and  impenetrable  squares  which  the  British  regiments  formed 
to  receive  them.  It  was  Buonaparte's  object  to  turn  the  left 
wing  of  our  army,  and  cut  it  off  from  the  Prussians,  with 
whom  a  communication  was  maintained  through  Ohain,  and 
who  were  known  (at  least  by  the  commanders  of  the  British 
army)  to  be  advancing.*  The  Duke  expected  them  to  have 
joined  before  one  o'clock,  but  it  was  seven  before  they  made 
their  appearance. 

On  the  top  of  the  ridge  in  front  of  the  British  position,  on 
the  left  of  the  road,  we  traced  a  long  line  of  tremendous 
graves,  or  rather  pits,  into  which  hundreds  of  dead  had  been 
thrown  as  they  had  fallen  in  their  ranks,  without  yielding  an 
inch  of  ground.  The  effluvia  which  arose  from  them,  even 
beneath  the  open  canopy  of  heaven,  was  horrible ;  and  the 
pure  west  wind  of  summer,  as  it  passed  us,  seemed  pestifer- 
ous, so  deadly  was  the  smell  that  in  many  places  pervaded 
the  field.     The  fresh-turned  clay  which  covered  those  pits 

*  It  isj  hotrever,  a  remarkable  fact,  and  does  additional  honour  to  the 
resolute,  invincible  constancy  of  British  soldiers,  that  nearly  all  the 
officers,  and  the  whole  of  the  privates  of  the  British  army,  were  ignorant 
that  there  was  any  expectation  of  the  arrival  of  the  Prussians.  Indeed, 
many  of  them  never  knew  till  after  the  battle  was  over  that  they  had 
joined. 
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betrayed  how  tecent  had  been  their  formation.  From  one 
of  them  the  scanty  clods  of  earth  which  had  covered  it  had  in 
one  place  fallen,  and  the  skeleton  of  a  human  face  was  visible. 
I  turned  from  the  spot  in  indescribable  horror,  and  with  a 
sensation  of  deadly  faintness  which  I  could  scarcely  overcome. 

On  the  opposite  side  of  the  road  we  scrambled  up  a  per- 
pendicular bank,  through  which  the  road  had  evidently  been 
cut.  It  was  upon  this  eminence  that  the  Duke  of  Welling- 
ton stood,  beneath  the  memorable  tree,  from  the  commence- 
ment of  the  action,  surrounded  by  his  staff.  It  was  here,  we 
were  told,  that  in  the  most  critical  part  of  it  he  rallied  the  dif^ 
ferent  regiments,  and  led  them  on  again  in  person  to  renew  the 
shock  of  battle.    Here  we  stood  some  time  to  survey  the  field. 

Immediately  before  us,  nearly  in  the  hollow,  was  the 
farm-house  of  La  Haye  Sainte,  surrounded  by  a  quadrangular 
wall,  full  of  holes  for  musketry.  At  the  commencement  of 
the  action  it  was  occupied  by  the  British,  and  it  formed  the 
most  advanced  post  of  the  left  centre  of  our  army.  It  was 
gallantly  and  successfully  defended  by  a  detachment  of  the 
light  battalion  of  the  German  Legion,  until  nearly  the  close 
of  the  day,  when  their  ammunition  was  exhausted;  it  was 
impossible  to  send  them  a  supply,  as  all  communication  with 
them  was  cut  off  by  the  enemy,  who  at  length  succeeded  in 
carrying  it,  after  a  most  obstinate  resistance ;  but  its  brave 
defenders  only  resigned  its  possession  with  their  lives. 

On  the  opposite  side  of  the  road,  a  little  behind  La  Haye 
Sainte,  and  immediately  below  the  ground  occupied  by  Sir 
Thomas  Picton's  division,  is  a  quarry  which  was  surrounded 
by  British  artillery  at  the  commencement  of  the  battle. 
Towards  the  close  of  the  action  it  was  filled  with  the 
wounded,  who  had  taken  refuge  in  it  as  a  shelter  from  the 
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shot  and  shells ,  and  from  the  charge  of  the  cavalry — when, 
horrible  to  relate !  a  body  of  French  Cuirassiers  were  com- 
pletely overthrown  into  this  quarry  by  a  furious  charge  of 
the  British,  and  horses  and  riders  were  rolled  in  death  upon 
these  unfortunate  sufferers.  The  ghastly  spectacle  which  it 
exhibited  next  morning  was  described  to  me  by  an  eye-wit- 
ness of  this  scene  of  horror.  On  the  left,  in  the  hollow 
between  the  two  armies,  we  saw  the  hamlet  of  Ter  la  Haye, 
which  was  occupied  by  British  troops; — its  possession  was 
never  disputed  by  the  enemy,  although  it  was  close  advanced 
upon  their  position.  Beyond  it,  still  farther  to  the  left, 
were  the  woods  of  Frischermont,  and  the  road  to  Wavre, 
from  which  the  Prussians  issued  through  a  narrow  defile, 
and  advanced  to  attack  the  right  flank  of  the  French. 

These  woods  bounded  the  prospect  on  that  side.  On  the 
right  stood  the  ruins  of  Chateau  Hougoumont  (or  Chateau 
Goumont,  as  the  country-people  called  it),  concealed  from 
view  by  a  small  wood  which  crowns  the  hill.  It  formed  the 
most  advanced  post  of  the  right  centre  of  our  army,  and  it 
was  defended  to  the  last  with  efforts  of  successful  valour, 
almost  more  than  human,  against  the  overpowering  numbers 
and  furious  attacks  of  the  enemy.  The  battle  commenced 
here  about  eleven  o'clock.  The  French,  suddenly  uncover- 
ing a  masked  battery,  opened  a  tremendous  fire  upon  this 
part  of  our  position,  and  advanced  to  the  attack  with  asto- 
nishing impetuosity,  led  on,  it  is  said,  by  Jerome  Buonaparte 
in  person,  while  Napoleon  viewed  it  from  his  station  near 
the  Observatory  on  the  opposite  height.  They  were  com- 
pletely repulsed  by  the  bravery  of  General  Byng's  brigade 
of  Guards,  but  they  succeeded  in  carrying  the  wood,  which 
was  occupied  by  the  Belgic  troops.    The  French,  however. 
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after  a  dreadful  struggle^  were  driven  out  of  the  wood  again 
by  the  Coldstreams  and  the  third  regiment  of  Guards,  and 
never  afterwards  were  able  to  regain  possession  of  it.  The 
Black  Br uns wickers  behaved  most  gallantly.  In  retrieving 
the  consequences  of  the  misconduct  of  the  Belgic  troops,  and 
in  defending  the  Chateau  and  the  garden,  the  British  Guards 
performed  prodigies  of  valour,  though  they  suffered  most 
severely.  Lieutenant  General  Cooke,  Major- General  Byng, 
Lord  Saltoun,  the  lamented  Colonel  Miller,  who  died  as  he 
had  lived — a  brave  and  honourable  soldier;  Captain  Adair, 
Captains  Evelyn  and  Ellis;  Colonels  Askew,  Dashwood,  and 
D'Oyley,  with  many  others,  particularly  distinguished  them- 
selves by  their  steady  gallantry  and  personal  valour.  The 
house  was  consumed  by  fire,  and  numbers  of  the  wounded 
perished  in  the  flames ;  yet  the  British  maintained  possession 
of  it  to  the  last,  in  spite  of  the  incessant  and  desperate  at- 
tacks of  the  enemy,  who  directed  against  it  a  furious  fire  of 
shot  and  shells,  under  cover  of  which  large  bodies  of  troops 
advanced  continually  to  the  assault,  and  were  driven  back 
again  and  again  with  tremendous  slaughter.  Without  the 
possession  of  this  important  post  the  right  flank  of  our  army 
could  not  be  attacked;  it  formed  what  is  called  the  key  of 
the  position;  from  its  elevation  it  commanded  the  whole  of 
the  ground  occupied  by  our  army,  and  had  it  been  lost,  the 
victory  to  the  French  would  scarcely  have  been  doubtful. 

Opposite,  but  divided  from  it  by  a  deep  hollow,  were  the 
heights  occupied  by  the  French,  upon  which,  at  some 
distance,  and  secure  from  the  storm  of  war,  stands  the  Ob- 
servatory, where  Buonaparte  stationed  himself  at  the  begin- 
ning of  the  action,  and  whence  he  Issued  his  orders,  and  com- 
manded column  after  column  to  advance  to  the  charge,  and 
rush  upon  destruction.     His  '*  invincible"  legions,  his  in- 
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vulnerable  Cuirassiers,  in  vain  assaulted  the  position  of  the 
British  with  the  most  furious  and  undaunted  resolution.  In 
vain  the  vast  tide  of  battle  rolled  on — Uke  the  rocks  of  their 
native  land,  they  repelled  its  rage. — Squares  of  infantry  re- 
ceived the  onset  of  the  French  columns;  directed  against 
them  a  steady  and  uninterrupted  fire  of  musketry,  and  stood 
firm  and  unshaken  beneath  the  most  tremendous  showers 
of  shot  and  shell.  Every  vacancy  caused  by  death  was 
instantly  filled  up:  the  enemy  vainly  sought  for  an  open- 
ing through  which  they  might  penetrate  the  impenetrable 
phalanx;  and  when  at  last  they  receded  from  the  ineffectual 
attack,  the  British  cavalry  rushed  forward  to  the  charge,  and, 
notwithstanding  their  superiority  of  numbers,  drove  them 
back  with  immense  slaughter.  But  I  am  relating  the  history 
of  the  battle,  forgetful  that  I  am  only  describing  the  field. 

From  the  spot  where  we  now  stood  I  cast  my  eyes  on 
every  side,  and  saw  nothing  but  the  dreadful  and  recent 
traces  of  death  and  devastation.  The  rich  harvests  of  stand- 
ing corn,*  which  had  covered  the  scene  of  action  we  were 
contemplating,  had  been  beaten  into  the  earth,  and  the 
withered  and  broken  stalks  dried  in  the  sun,  now  presented 
the  appearance  of  stubble,  though  blacker  and  far  more  bare 
than  any  stubble  land. 

In  many  places  the  excavations  made  by  the  shells  had 
thrown  up  the  earth  all  around  them;  the  marks  of  horses' 
hoofs,  that  had  plunged  ankle  deep  in  clay,  were  hardened 

*  In  this  part  of  Belgium,  the  wheat  had  this  year  grown  to  full  five 
feet  in  height,  and  rye  upwards  of  six  feet :  great  quantities  of  the  latter 
are  grown,  for  it  answers  to  the  liberal  definition  of  oats  by  Dr.  Johnson, 
and  is  the  food  of  men  in  England,  and  of  horses  in  Flanders;  nay,  it  is 
actually  baked  into  bread  for  their  use,  and  regularly  given  them  at  the 
inns  where  they  stop  to  bait.  Several  soldiers  of  the  Highland  regiments 
who  had  got  into  a  field  of  this  gigantic  rye  on  the  16th,  were  shot  without 
even  being  able  to  see  their  enemy. 
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in  the  sun;  and  the  feet  of  men,  deeply  stamped  into  the 
ground,  left  traces  where  many  a  deadly  struggle  had  been. 
The  ground  was  ploughed  up  in  several  places  with  the 
charge  of  the  cavalry,  and  the  whole  field  was  literally 
covered  with  soldiers'  caps,  shoes,  gloves,  belts,  and  scabbards; 
broken  feathers  battered  into  the  mud,  remnants  of  tattered 
scarlet  or  blue  cloth,  bits  of  fur  and  leather,  black  stocks  and 
havresacs,  belonging  to  the  French  soldiers,  buckles,  packs  of 
cards,  books,  and  innumerable  papers  of  every  description. 
I  picked  up  a  volume  of  Candide ;  a  few  sheets  of  sentimental 
love-letters,  evidently  belonging  to  some  French  novel;  and 
many  other  pages  of  the  same  publication  were  flying  over 
the  field  in  much  too  muddy  a  state  to  be  touched.  One 
German  Testament,  not  quite  so  dirty  as  many  that  were 
lying  about,  I  carried  with  me  nearly  the  whole  day; 
printed  French  mihtary  returns,  muster  rolls,  love-letters,  and 
washing  bills ;  illegible  songs,  scattered  sheets  of  militaiy 
music,  epistles  without  number  in  praise  of  "  I'Empereur,  le 
Grand  Napoleon,"  and  filled  with  the  most  confident  antici- 
pations of  victory  under  his  command,  were  strewed  over  the 
field  which  had  been  the  scene  of  his  defeat.  The  quantities 
of  letters  and  of  blank  sheets  of  dirty  writing  paper  were  so 
great  that  they  literally  whitened  the  surface  of  the  earth. 

The  road  to  Genappe,  descending  from  the  front  of  the 
British  position,  where  we  were  now  standing,  passes  the 
farm-house  of  La  Haye  Sainte,  and  ascends  the  opposite 
height,  on  the  summit  of  which  stands  La  Belle  Alliance, 
which  was  occupied  by  the  French.  We  walked  down  the 
hill  to  La  Haye  Sainte — its  walls  and  slated  roofs  were 
shattered  and  pierced  through  in  every  direction  with  cannon 
shot.  We  could  not  get  admittance  into  it,  for  it  was  com- 
pletely deserted  by  its  inhabitants.    Three  wounded  officer 
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of  the  42nd  and  92nd  Regiments  were  standing  here  to 
survey  the  scene :  they  had  all  of  them  been  wounded  in  the 
battle  of  the  16th.  One  of  them  had  lost  an  arm,  another 
was  on  crutches,  and  the  third  seemed  to  be  very  ill.  Their 
carriage  waited  for  them,  as  they  were  unable  to  walk. 
After  some  conversation  with  them,  we  proceeded  up  the  hill 
to  the  hamlet  of  La  Belle  Alliance.  The  principal  house  on 
the  left  side  of  the  road  was  pierced  through  and  through 
with  cannon  balls,  and  the  offices  behind  it  were  a  heap  of 
dust  from  the  fire  of  the  British  artillery.  Notwithstanding 
the  ruinous  state  of  the  house,  it  was  filled  with  inhabitants. 
Its  broken  walls,  **  its  looped  and  windowed  wretchedness," 
might  indeed  defend  them  sufficiently  **  well  from  seasons 
such  as  these,"  when  the  soft  breezes  and  the  bright  beams 
of  summer  played  around  it — but  against  ^'  the  pelting  of  the 
storm,"  it  would  afford  them  but  a  sorry  shelter.  It  was  im- 
mediately to  be  repaired  ;  but  I  rejoiced  that  it  yet  remained 
in  its  dilapidated  state. 

The  house  was  filled  with  vestiges  of  the  battle.  Cuirasses, 
helmets,  swords,  bayonets,  feathers,  brass  eagles,  and  crosses 
of  the  Legion  of  Honour,  were  to  be  purchased  here.  The 
house  consisted  of  three  rooms,  two  in  front,  and  a  very 
small  one  behind.  On  the  opposite  side  of  the  road  is  a 
little  cottage,  forming  part  of  the  hamlet  of  La  Belle 
Alliance;  and  at  a  short  distance,  by  the  way  side,  is 
another  low-roofed  cottage,  which  was  pointed  out  to  us  as 
the  place  where  Buonaparte  breakfasted  on  the  morning  of 
the  battle.  Farther  along  this  road,  but  not  in  sight,  was 
the  village  of  Planchenoit,  which  was  the  head-quarters  of 
the  French  on  the  night  of  the  17th.* 

♦  Buonaparte  slept  at  the  farm  of  Caillon,  near  Planchenoit. 
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We  crossed  the  field  from  this  place  to  Chateau  Hougou- 
mont,  descending  to   the  bottom   of  the  hill,   and  again 
ascending  the  opposite  side.     Part  of  our  way  lay  through 
clover;  but  I  observed  that  the  corn  on  the  French  position 
was  not  nearly  so  much  beaten  down  as  on  the  English, 
which  might  naturally  be   expected,  as  they  attacked  us 
incessantly,  and  we  acted  on  the  defensive,  until  that  last, 
general,  and  decisive  charge  of  our  whole  army  was  made, 
before   which   theirs   fled    in   confusion.     In   some   places 
patches   of  corn  nearly   as  high  as  myself  was  standing. 
Among  them  I  discovered  many  a  forgotten  grave,  strewed 
round  with  melancholy  remnants  of  miHtary  attire.     While 
I  loitered  behind  the  rest  of  the  party,  searching  among  the 
corn  for  some  relics   worthy  of  preservation,  1  beheld  a 
human   hand,  almost  reduced  to   a  skeleton,  outstretched 
above  the  ground,  as  if  it  had  raised  itself  from  the  grave. 
My  blood  ran  cold  with  horror,  and  for  some  moments  I 
stood  rooted  to  the  spot,  unable  to  take  my  eyes  from  this 
dreadful  object,  or  to  move  away:  as  soon  as  I  recovered 
myself,   I  hastened   after  my  companions,   who  were  far 
before  me,  and  overtook  them  just  as  they  entered  the  wood 
of  Hougoumont.     Never  shall  I  forget  the  dreadful  scene  of 
death   and   destruction   which   it  presented.     The  broken 
branches  were  strewed  around,  the  green  beech  leaves  fallen 
before  their  time,  and  stripped  by  the  storm  of  war,  not  by 
the  storm  of  Nature,  were  scattered  over  the  surface  of  the 
ground,  emblematical  of  the  fate  of  the  thousands  who  had 
fallen  on  the  same  spot  in  the  summer  of  their  days.     The 
return  of  spring  will  dress  the  wood  of  Hougoumont  once 
more  in  vernal  beauty,  and  succeeding  years  will  see  it 
flourish: 
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"But  when  shall  spring  visit  the  mouldering  urn, 
Oh!  when  shall  it  dawn  on  the  night  of  the  grave!" 

The  trunks  of  the  trees  had  been  pierced  in  every  direction 
with  cannon-balls.  In  some  of  them  I  counted  the  holes, 
where  upwards  of  thirty  had  lodged:*  yet  they  still  lived, 
they  still  bore  their  verdant  foliage,  and  the  birds  still  sang 
amidst  their  boughs.  Beneath  their  shade  the  hare-bell 
and  violet  were  waving  their  slender  heads;  and  the  wild 
raspberry  at  their  roots  was  ripening  its  fruit.  I  gathered 
some  of  it  with  the  bitter  reflection,  that  amidst  the  destruc- 
tion of  human  life  these  worthless  weeds  and  flowers  had 
escaped  uninjured. 

Melancholy  were  the  vestiges  of  death  that  continually 
met  our  eyes.  The  carnage  here  had  indeed  been  dreadful. 
Amongst  the  long  grass  lay  remains  of  broken  arms,  shreds 
of  gold  lace,  torn  epaulets,  and  pieces  of  cartridge  boxes; 
and  upon  the  tangled  branches  of  the  brambles  fluttered 
many  a  tattered  remnant  of  a  soldier's  coat.  At  the  out- 
skirts of  the  wood,  and  around  the  ruined  walls  of  the 
Chateau,  huge  piles  of  human  ashes  were  heaped  up,  some  of 
which  were  still  smoking.  The  countrymen  told  us,  that  so 
great  were  the  numbers  of  the  slain,  that  it  was  impossible 
entirely  to  consume  them.  Pits  had  been  dug,  into  which 
they  had  been  thrown,  but  they  were  obliged  to  be  raised 
far  above  the  surface  of  the  ground.  These  dreadful  heaps 
were  covered  with  piles  of  wood,  which  were  set  on  fire,  so 
that  underneath  the  ashes  lay  numbers  of  human  bodies  un- 
consumed. 

The  Chateau  itself,  the  beautiful  seat  of  a  Belgic  gentle- 

•  These  memorable  beech-trees,  pierced  through  and  through  with  balls, 
have  been  since  all  cut  down  by  the  owner  of  Chateau  Hougoumont!!! 
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man,  had  been  set  on  fire  by  the  explosion  of  shells  during 
the  action,  which  had  completed  the  destruction  occasioned 
by  a  most  furious  cannonade.  Its  broken  walls  and  falling 
roof  presented  a  most  melancholy  spectacle :  not  melancholy 
merely  from  its  being  a  pile  of  ruins,  but  from  the  vestiges  it 
presented  of  that  tremendous  and  recent  warfare  by  which 
those  ruins  had  been  caused.  Its  huge  blackened  beams  had 
fallen  in  every  direction  upon  the  crumbling  heaps  of  stone 
and  plaster,  which  were  intermixed  with  broken  pieces  of 
the  marble  flags,  the  carved  cornices,  and  the  gilded  mirrors, 
that  once  ornamented  it. 

We  went  into  the  garden,  which  had  sustained  compa- 
ratively little  injury,  while  every  thing  around  it  was  laid 
waste.  Its  gay  parterres  and  summer  flowers  made  it  look 
like  an  island  in  the  desert.  A  ber§eau,  or  covered  walk, 
ran  round  it,  shaded  with  creeping  plants,  amongst  which 
honey-suckles  and  jessamines  were  intermixed,  en  treillage. 
The  trees  were  loaded  with  fruit ;  the  myrtles  and  fig-trees 
were  flourishing  in  luxuriance,  and  the  scarlet  geraniums, 
July  flowers,  and  orange-trees,  were  in  full  blow.  My  native 
country  can  boast  of  no  such  beauty  as  bloomed  at  Chateau 
Hougoumont  :  its  rugged  clime  produces  no  fruitful  fig- 
trees,  no  flowers  rich  in  the  fragrance  of  orange  blossom : — 
but  it  is  the  land  of  heroes  ! 

"  Man  is  the  nobler  growth  our  realms  supply, 
And  souls  are  ripened  in  our  northern  sky." 

I  saw  the  pure  and  polished  leaves  of  the  laurel  shining 
in  the  sun,  and  I  could  not  restrain  my  tears  at  the  thought 
that  the  laurels,  the  everlasting  laurels  which  England  had 
won  upon  this  spot,  were  steeped  in  the  heart-blood  of  thou- 
sands of  her  brave,  her  lamented  sons.    But  if  not  immortal 
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in  their  lives,  they  will  be  so  in  their  fame :  their  laurels 
will  never  wither  ;  and  no  British  heart,  henceforward,  will 
ever  visit  this  hallowed  spot  without  paying  a  t^bute  of 
veneration  and  regret  to  those  gallant  spirits  who  here  fought 
and  fell  for  their  country. 

At  the  garden  gate  I  found  the  holster  of  a  British  officer, 
entire,  but  deluged  with  blood.  In  the  inside  was  the 
maker's  name — Beazley  and  Hetse,  No.  4,  Parliament-street. 
All  around  were  strewed  torn  epaulets,  broken  scabbards, 
and  sabretashes  stained  and  stiffened  with  blood — proofs  how 
dreadfully  the  battle  had  raged.  The  garden  and  courts 
were  lined  during  the  engagement  with  Nassau  troops,  as 
sharpshooters,  who  did  great  execution. 

A  poor  countryman,  with  his  wife  and  children,  inhabited 
a  miserable  shed  amongst  these  deserted  ruins.  This  unfor- 
tunate family  had  only  fled  from  the  spot  on  the  morning  of 
the  battle.  Their  little  dwelling  had  been  burnt,  and  all 
their  property  had  perished  in  the  flames.  They  had 
scarcely  clothes  to  cover  them,  and  were  destitute  of  every- 
thing. Yet  the  poor  woman,  as  she  told  me  the  story  of 
their  distresses,  and  wept  over  the  baby  that  she  clasped  to 
her  breast,  blessed  heaven  that  she  had  preserved  her  chil- 
dren. She  seemed  most  grateful  for  a  little  assistance,  took 
me  into  her  miserable  habitation,  and  gave  me  the  broken 
sword  of  a  British  officer  of  infantry  (most  probably  of  the 
Guards),  which  was  the  only  thing  she  had  left ;  and  which, 
with  some  other  relics  before  collected,  I  preserved  as  care- 
fully as  if  they  had  been  the  most  valuable  treasures. 

It  is  a  remarkable  circumstance  that  amidst  this  scene  of 
destruction,  and  surrounded  on  all  sides  by  the  shattered  walls 
and  smoking  piles  of  "this  ruined  and  roofless  abode,"  the  little 
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chapel  belonging  to  the  Chateau  stood  uninjured.  Its  pre- 
servation appeared  to  these  simple  peasants  an  unquestionable 
miracle ;  and  we  felt  more  inclined  to  respect  than  to  wonder 
at  the  superstitious  veneration  with  which  they  regarded  it. 
No  shot  nor  shell  had  penetrated  its  consecrated  walls  ;  no 
sacrilegious  hand  had  dared  to  violate  its  humble  altar,  which 
was  still  adorned  with  its  ancient  ornaments  and  its  custo- 
mary care.  A  type  of  that  blessed  religion  to  which  it  was 
consecrated,  it  stood  alone,  unchanged,  amidst  the  wreck  of 
earthly  greatness — as  if  to  speak  to  our  hearts,  amidst  the 
horrors  of  the  tomb,  the  promises  of  immortality  ;  and  to 
recal  our  thoughts  from  the  crimes  and  sorrows  of  earth  to 
the  hopes  and  happiness  of  heaven.  The  voice  of  the 
Divinity  himself  within  his  holy  temple  seemed  to  tell  us, 
that  those  whom  we  lamented  here,  and  who,  in  the  dis- 
charge of  their  last  and  noblest  duty  to  their  country,  had 
met  on  the  field  of  honour  **the  death  that  best  becomes  the 
brave," — should  receive  in  another  and  a  better  world  their 
great  reward  !  Blackened  piles  of  human  ashes  surrounded 
us  ;  but  I  felt  that  though  "the  dust  returns  to  the  earth, 
the  spirit  returns  unto  Him  that  gave  it." 

The  countryman  led  me  to  one  of  these  piles  withm  the 
gates  of  the  court  belonging  to  the  Chateau,  where,  he  said, 
the  bodies  of  three  hundred  of  the  British  Guardsmen  who 
had  so  gallantly  defended  it,  had  been  burnt  as  they  had 
been  found,  heaped  in  death.*  I  took  some  of  the  ashes  and 
wrapped  them  up  in  one  of  the  many  sheets  of  paper  that 
were  strewed  around  me  ;  perhaps  those  heaps  that  then 
blackened  the  surface  of  this  scene  of  desolation  are  already 

^  *  In  other  pits  the  corpses  of  the  French  had  also  been  burned.    About 
eight  thousand  of  the  French  armv  fell  in  the  attack  of  Hougoumont. 
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scattered  by  the  -winds  of  winter,  and  mingled  unnoticed 
With  the  dust  of  the  field ;  perhaps  the  few  sacred  ashes 
which  I  then  gathered  at  Chateau  Hougoumont  are  all  that 
is  now  to  be  found  upon  earth  of  the  thousands  who  fell 
upon  this  fatal  field  ! 

.  It  was  not  without  regret  that  we  left  this  ever-me- 
morable spot,  surrounded  as  it  was  by  horrors  that  shocked 
the  mind,  and  vestiges  that  were  revolting  to  the  senses. 
Still  we  lingered  around  it,  till  at  length,  after  gazing  for 
the  last  time  at  its  ruined  archways  and  desolated  courts,  we 
struck  into  the  wood,  and  lost  sight  for  ever  of  the  Chateau 
Hougoumont.  The  road  to  Nivelles,  which  strikes  off  to  the 
right  from  the  highroad  to  Genappe  at  the  village  of  Mont 
St.  Jean,  passes  the  Chateau  on  the  other  side.  The  right 
wing  of  the  British  army  crossed  this  road,  and  in  the  deep 
ditches  on  each  side  of  it  we  were  told  that  human  remains 
still  lay  uninterred.  Some  of  the  party  returned  to  Mont 
St.  Jean  by  this  road,  which  is  considerably  nearer  ;  but  my 
brother,  my  sister,  and  myself,  once  more  crossed  the  field 
in  order  to  pay  another  visit  to  La  Belle  Alliance. 

I  could  not  be  persuaded  to  go  to  see  the  skeleton  of  a  calf 
which  had  been  burnt  in  one  of  the  outhouses  of  Hougou- 
mont, and  over  which  one  of  the  ladies  of  our  party  uttered 
the  most  pathetic  lamentations.  It  seemed  to  fill  her  mind 
with  more  concern  than  anything  else.  At  another  time  I 
might  have  been  sorry  for  the  calf;  but  when  I  remembered 
how  many  poor  wounded  men  had  been  burnt  alive  in  these 
ruins,  it  was  impossible  to  bestow  a  single  thought  upon  its 
fate.  Finding  that  her  sensibility  obtained  no  sympathy 
from  me,  the  lady  turned  to  my  sister,  and  began  to  bewail 
the  calf  anew,  till  at  last,  wearied  out  with  such  folly,  "  out  of 
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her  grief  and  her  impatience,"  she  exclaimed,  "  that  she  did 
not  care  if  all  the  calves  in  the  world  had  been  burnt,  com- 
pared  to  one  of  the  brave  men  who  had  perished  Jjere." 

As  we  passed  again  through  the  wood  of  Hougoumont,  I 
gathered  some  seeds  of  the  wild  broom,  with  the  intention 
of  planting  them  at  H.  Park,  and  with  the  hope  that  I 
should  one  day  see  the  broom  of  Hougoumont  blooming  on 
the  banks  of  the  Tweed.  In  leaving  the  wood  I  was  struck 
with  the  sight  of  the  scarlet  poppy  flaunting  in  full  bloom 
upon  some  new-made  graves,  as  if  in  mockery  of  the  dead. 
In  many  parts  of  the  field  these  flowers  were  growing  in 
profusion:  they  had  probably  been  protected  from  injury  by 
the  tall  and  thick  corn  amongst  which  they  grew,  and  their 
slender  roots  had  adhered  to  the  clods  of  clay  which  had 
been  carelessly  thrown  upon  the  graves.  From  one  of  these 
graves  I  gathered  the  little  wild  blue  flower  known  by  the 
sentimental  name  of  *'  Forget  me  not !"  which  to  a  romantic 
imagination  might  have  furnished  a  fruitful  subject  for  poetic 
reverie  or  pensive  reflection. 

While  my  sister  was  taking  a  view  of  the  field  of  battle, 
and  my  brother  was  overlooking  and  guarding  her,  I  entered 
the  cottage  of  "  La  Belle  Alliance,"  and  began  to  talk  to 
Baptiste  la  Coste,  Buonaparte's  guide,  whom  I  found  there. 
He  is  a  sturdy,  honest-looking  countryman,  and  gave  an 
interesting  account  of  Buonaparte's  behaviour  during  the 
battle.  He  said  that  he  issued  his  orders  with  great  vehe- 
mence, and  even  impatience :  he  took  snufi*  incessantly,  but 
in  a  hurried  manner,  and  apparently  from  habit,  and  without 
being  conscious  that  he  was  doing  so :  he  talked  a  great  deal, 
and  very  rapidly — his  manner  of  speaking  was  abrupt,  quick, 
and  hurried :  he  was  extremely  nervous  and  agitated  a> 
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times,  though  his  anticipations  of  victory  were  most  con- 
fident. He  frequently  expressed  his  astonishment,  rather 
angrily,  tljat  the  British  held  out  so  long — at  the  same  time 
he  could  not  repress  his  admiration  of  their  gallantry,  and 
often  broke  out  into  exclamations  of  amazement  and  appro- 
bation of  their  courage  and  conduct.  He  particularly  ad- 
mired the  Scotch  Greys — **  Voilaces  chevaux  gris — ah!  ce 
sont  beaux  cavaliers — tres  beaux;"  and  then  he  said  they 
would  all  be  cut  to  pieces.  He  said — *'  These  English  cer- 
tainly fight  well,  but  they  must  soon  give  way;"  and  he 
asked  Soult,  who  was  near  him,  **  if  he  did  not  think  so?" 
Soult  replied,  **  He  was  afraid  not."  **  And  why?"  said 
Napoleon,  turning  round  to  him  quickly.  "  Because,"  said 
Soult,  "  I  believe  they  will  first  be  cut  to  pieces."  Soult's 
opinion  of  the  British  army,  which  was  founded  on  expe- 
rience, coincided  with  that  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington. 
**  It  will  take  a  great  many  hours  to  cut  them  in  pieces," 
said  the  Duke,  in  answer  to  something  that  was  said  to  him 
during  the  action;  **  and  I  know  they  will  never  give  way." 

Buonaparte,  however,  who  knew  less  of  them,  and  whose 
head  always  ran  upon  the  idea  of  the  English  flying  to  their 
ships,  had  never  dreamt  that  with  a  force  so  inferior  they 
would  think  of  giving  him  battle,  but  imagined  that  they 
would  continue  their  retreat  during  the  night,  and  that  he 
should  have  to  pursue  them.  It  is  said  that  he  expressed 
great  satisfaction  when  the  morning  broke  and  he  saw  them 
still  there;  and  that  he  exclaimed,  **  Ah !  pour  le  coup— je 
les  tiens  done — ces  Anglais !" 

Before  the  engagement  began  he  harangued  the  army, 
promising  them  the  plunder  of  Brussels  and  Ghent.  Once, 
towards  the  close  of  the  battle,  he  addressed  himself  to  the 
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Imperial  Guard,  leading  them  on  to  the  brink  of  the  hill, 
and  telling  them  *'  that  was  the  road  to  Brussels."  Regard- 
less of  the  waste  of  human  life,  he  incessantly  ordered  his 
battalions  to  advance — to  bear  down  upon  the  enemy — to 
carry  every  thing  before  them.  He  inflamed  their  ardour 
by  the  remembrance  of  past,  as  well  as  the  prospect  of  present 
victory,  and  the  promise  of  future  reward :  but  he  never  led 
them  on  to  battle  himself — he  never  once  braved  the  shock 
of  British  arms.  It  is  not  true  as  has  been  reported,  that 
he  was  ever  near  Lord  Uxbridge,  or  in  any  danger  of  being 
taken  prisoner  by  the  English.  Indeed,  he  exposed  himself 
to  very  little  personal  risk — a  proof  of  which  is,  that  not 
one  of  those  who  attended  him  the  whole  day  was  wounded. 
La  Coste  said,  that  at  first,  when  he  was  told  that  the 
Prussians  were  advancing,  he  obstinately  and  angrily  refused 
to  believe  it,  declaring  it  was  the  French  corps  under  Mar- 
shal Grouchy.*  He  then  commanded  this  news  to  be  spread 
-amongst  the  army,  and  ordered  Marshal  Ney,  at  the  head  of 
two  columns,  each  composed  of  four  battalions  of  the  old 
Imperial  Guard,  and  seconded  by  all  the  available  force  of 
the  French  army,  both  cavalry  and  infantry,  to  charge,  and 
to  penetrate  to  the  centre  of  the  British  position.  He  stood 
to  witness  the  desperate  struggle  which  ensued,  and  the  final 
and  complete  overthrow  of  the  elite  of  his  gallant  army,  ol 
immensely  preponderating  force,  by  a  handful  of  determined 

♦  That  Buonaparte  pretended  to  believe  those  troops  to  be  French, 
although  he  must  have  known  the  contrary,  is  unquestionably  true. 
Marshal  Ney,  in  his  account  of  the  battle,  states  that  he  received  a  mes- 
sage from  the  emperor,  brought  by  General  Labedoyere,  to  inform  him 
**  that  the  French  corps  under  Marshal  Grouchy  had  arrived  in  the  field, 
and  attacked  the  left  wing  of  the  British  and  Prussians  united.  General 
Labedoyere  rode  along  the  lines,  spreading  this  intelligence  through  the 
whole  army.'* — Vide  Marshal  Neys  Letter.     [See  Appendix,  0.] 
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British  troops  ;  but  when  he  perceived  his  **  invincible 
legions  "  give  way,  and  retreat  in  confusion  before  the  grand 
simultaneous  charge  of  the  British  army,  which  imme- 
diately ensued,  led  by  the  Duke  of  Wellington  in  person, 
who  was  amongst  the  foremost  in  the  onset,  he  turned  pale, 
his  perturbation  became  extreme,  and  exclaiming,  "  All  is 
lost — let  us  save  ourselves"  (Tout  est  perdu ;  or,  Sauve  qui 
pent!),  or  words  to  that  effect;  he  put  spurs  to  his  horse, 
and  galloped  from  the  field.  La  Coste  expressly  said,  that 
he  was  among  the  first  of  the  officers  to  set  the  example  of 
flight.*  His  own  old  Imperial  Guard  still  remained — dis- 
puted every  foot  of  ground — fought  desperately  to  the  last, 
and  at  length,  overpowered  by  numbers,  fell  gloriously — as 
their  leader  should  have  fallen. 

But  he ! — not  even  despair  could  prompt  him  to  one  noble 
thought,  or  rouse  him  to  one  deed  of  desperate  valour.  He  fled 
— as  at  Egypt,  at  Moscow,  and  at  Leipsic  he  had  fled — while 
his  faithful  veterans  were  still  fighting  with  enthusiastic  gal- 
lantry, and  shedding  the  last  drop  of  their  blood  in  his  cause ! 

Was  this  the  conduct  of  a  hero  ?  Was  this  the  conduct  of 
a  general?  Was  this  the  conduct  of  a  great  mind  ?  No! 
He  had  set  his  *'  life  upon  a  cast,  and  he  should  have  stood  the 
hazard  of  the  die."  And  for  what  did  he  abandon  his  army, 
and  basely  fly  in  the  hour  of  danger?  That  he  might  be 
humiliated,  pursued,  and  taken — that  he  might  become  a 
suppHant  to  that  hated  enemy  whose  ruin  he  had  pursued 
with  implacable  hostility,  and  be  indebted  to  their  faith  and 
generosity  for  life  and  safety — that  he  might  live  to  hear  his 

*  This  statement  too  is  confirmed  by  Marshal  Key,  who  said,  "  that 
Buonaparte  had  entirely  disappeared  before  the  end  of  the  battle."  Let  it 
be  remembered  that  ISey's  letter  was  written  exactly  a  week  after  the 
battle,  while  Napoleon  was  still  emperor,  and  still  in  Paris,  and,  if  his 
statement  was  not  true,  a  thousand  witnesses  could  have  contraaicted  it. 
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name  execrated,  and  linger  out  a  few  years  of  miserable 
existence  in  exile,  obscurity,  and  degradation. 

It  has  been  said  by  his  advocates  and  admirers,  that  he 
was  not  only  a  great  man,  but  the  greatest  man  who  ever 
lived — and  that  his  only  fault  was  ambition.  Yes!  Na- 
poleon Buonaparte  had,  indeed,  ambition ;  but  it  was  sel- 
fish ambition ;  it  was  for  power,  not  for  glory ;  for  unbounded 
empire  and  unlimited  dominion,  not  for  the  welfare  of  his  sub- 
jects and  the  prosperity  of  his  country.  He  used  the  talents, 
the  opportunities,  and  the  power,  with  which  he  was  gifted, 
and  such  as  perhaps  no  mortal  ever  before  enjoyed,  not  to 
save,  but  to  destroy,  not  to  bless,  but  to  desolate,  the  world. 

The  conduct  of  the  leaders  of  the  contending  armies  was 
as  opposite  as  the  cause  for  which  they  fought.  While  Na- 
poleon kept  aloof  from  the  action.  Lord  Wellington  exposed 
himself  to  the  hottest  fire,  threw  himself  into  the  thickest  of 
the  fight,  and  braved  every  danger  of  the  battle.  He  issued 
every  order,  he  directed  every  movement,  he  seemed  to  be 
everywhere  present,  he  encouraged  his  troops,  he  rallied  his 
regiments,  he  led  them  on  against  the  tremendous  forces  of 
the  enemy,  charged  at  their  head,  and  defeated  their  most 
formidable  attacks.  No  private  soldier  in  his  army  was  ex- 
posed to  half  the  personal  danger  that  he  encountered.*  All 
who  surrounded  him  fell  by  his  side,  wounded  and  dying.  All 
his  personal  staiF,  with  scarcely  an  exception,  were  either 
killed  or  wounded.  In  the  battle's  most  terrible  moment, 
and  most  hopeless  crisis,  when  our  gallant  army,  weakened 
by  immense  losses,  and  by  more  than  seven  hours  of  unequal 
combat,  were  scarcely  able  to  stand  against  the  overwhelm- 

*  The  Duke  himself  reverentially  said  afterwards,  "Thefmger  of  God 
was  upon  nn^." 

L  '£, 
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ing  number  of  fresh  troops  which  the  enemy  poured  down 
against  them  ;  when  the  recreant  Belgians  fled,  when  every 
British  soldier  was  in  action,  when  reinforcements  were 
asked  for  in  vain  ;  when  no  reserve  remained,  and  no 
prospect  of  succour  from  our  allies  appeared.  Lord  Welling- 
ton, exposed  to  the  hottest  fire,  calmly  rode  along  the  lines 
of  his  diminished  army,  animating  and  encouraging  the 
men ;  directed  fresh  arrangements  of  his  remaining  forces ; 
rallied  in  the  fight,  the  wavering  Brunswickers,  cheered  on, 
and  headed  the  brave  British  Brigades,*  and  finally,  having 
repulsed  the  last  tremendous  attack  of  the  enemy, — with  the 
memorable  words,  "  Up  guards !  and  at  them !"  led  on  the 
remnant  of  his  gallant  army  to  the  most  glorious  victory  a 
general  ever  won.j 

Nor  was  the  conduct  of  the  two  generals  on  this  day  more 
opposite  than  that  of  the  armies  which  they  commanded,  and 
the  motives  by  which  they  were  actuated.  The  French 
fought  to  obtain  plunder  and  aggrandisement — the  British 
to  fulfil  their  duty  to  their  country.  Well  did  their  generals 
know  this  essential  difference !  Buonaparte  held  out  to  his 
troops  the  spoils  of  Belgium  and  Holland.  When  he  wished  to 
animate  them  to  the  greatest  exertions,  he  led  them  forward 
and  told  them,  **  That  was  the  road  to  Brussels!"  Lord  Wel- 
lington, in  the  most  critical  moment  of  the  battle,  held  an- 
other language.  **  We  must  not  be  beaten,"  he  said  to  his 
soldiers  ;  "  what  will  they  say  of  us  in  England  !"  After 
the  battle  their  conduct  was  equally  different.  The  French 
had  murdered  numbers  of  their  prisoners,  and  those  whose 

•  It  was  near  seven  o'clock  when  this  circumstance  happened.  The 
Prussians  had  not  appeared.  The  regiments  which  he  led  to  the  charge 
»voTe  the  71  St,  the  52nd,  and  the  95th.  He  also  repeatedly  rallied  the 
lielgic  regiments,  and  sometimes  vainly  exerted  himself  to  make  them 
•ace  the  enemy.  f  l^ee  Appendix,  1).] 
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lives  they  spared,  they  robbed,  insulted,  and  treated  with  the 
utmost  cruelty,  shutting  them  up  without  food,  without 
dressing  their  wounds,  and  subjecting  them  to  every  hardship 
and  privation.  The  British,  on  the  contrary,  though  irri- 
tated by  the  knowledge  of  these  barbarities,  protected  the 
wounded  French  from  the  rage  of  the  Prussians,  who  would 
have  gladly  revenged  the  cruelties  with  which  they  had  been 
treated  by  them.  Our  wounded  soldiers,  who  were  able  to 
move,  employed  themselves  in  assisting  their  suffering 
enemies,  binding  up  their  wounds,  and  giving  them  food  and 
water — but  the  brave  are  always  merciful. 
^K  A  countryman,  who  belonged  either  to  La  Belle  Alliance, 
^<)r  to  some  of  the  neighbouring  cottages,  told  me,  that  when 
he  came  here  early  on  the  morning  after  the  battle,  the 
house  was  surrounded  with  the  wounded  and  dying  of  the 
French  army,  many  of  whom  implored  him,  for  God*s  sake, 
to  put  an  end  to  their  sufferings. 

But  the  agonising  scenes  which  had  so  recently  taken  place 
here,  and  the  images  of  horror  which  every  object  in  and 
around  La  Belle  Alliance  was  irresistibly  calculated  to  sug- 
gest to  the  mind,  were  almost  too  dreadful  for  reflection. 
More  pleasing  was  the  remembrance,  that  it  was  here  Napo- 
leon Buonaparte  stood  when  he  prematurely  dispatched  a 
courier  to  Paris  with  the  false  news  that  he  had  won  the  day ; 
and  that  it  was  here  the  Duke  of  Wellington  and  Marshal 
Blucher  accidently  met,  a  few  hours  after,  in  the  very  mo- 
ment of  victory,  when  Buonaparte  was  flying  before  their 
triumphant  armies,  himself  the  bearer  of  the  news  of  his 
own  defeat.     [See  Appendix,  E.] 

The  interview  between  the  Duke  of  Wellington  and  Mar- 
shal Blucher  was  short,  but  it  will  be  for  ever  memorable  in 
the  annals  of  history.     They  did  not  enter  the  house,  but  re- 
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mained  together  a  few  minutes  in  earnest  conversation.  It 
is  well  known  that  Blucher  and  the  Prussians  continued  the 
pursuit  during  the  night.  The  remains  of  the  British  army 
rested  from  their  toils  on  the  ground,  surrounded  by  the 
bleeding  and  dying  French,  on  the  very  spot  which  they  had 
occupied  the  preceding  night — and  Lord  Wellington  re- 
turned to  Waterloo. 

*'  As  he  crossed  again  the  fatal  field,  on  which  the  silence 
of  death  had  now  succeeded  to  the  storm  of  battle,  the 
moon,  breaking  from  dark  clouds,  shed  an  uncertain  light 
upon  this  wide  scene  of  carnage,  covered  with  mangled  thou- 
sands of  that  gallant  army  whose  heroic  valour  had  won 
for  him  the  brightest  wreath  of  victory,  and  left  to  future 
times  an  imperishable  monument  of  their  country's  fame. 
He  saw  himself  surrounded  by  the  bloody  corpses  of  his  ve- 
teran  soldiers,  who  had  followed  him  through  distant  lands, 
of  his  friends,  his  associates  in  arms,  his  companions  through 
many  an  eventful  year  of  danger  and  of  glory  :  in  that  awful 
pause,  which  follows  the  mortal  conflict  of  man  with  man, 
emotions,  unknown  or  stifled  in  the  heat  of  battle,  forced 
their  way — the  feelings  of  the  man  triumphed  over  those  of 
the  general,  and  in  the  very  hour  of  victory  Lord  Wellington 
burst  into  tears.'^* 

*  It  was  with  a  heart  saddened  by  feelings  which  did  him  honour,  that 
the  Duke  of  Wellington  returned  from  the  battle.  The  letters  which  he 
wrote  to  the  relations  of  the  distinguished  officers  who  had  fallen,  prove 
how  truly  he  felt  what  he  sorrowfully  said,  that  "  there  is  nothing  more 
melancholy  than  a  victory — except  a  defeat."  I  cannot  resist  inserting 
the  following  simple  and  affecting  extract  from  one  of  his  letters,  written 
on  the  morning  after  the  battle.  *'  I  cannot  express  to  you,"  he  writes, 
"  the  regret  and  sorrow  with  which  I  look  around  me,  and  contemplate 
the  losses  which  I  have  sustained.  They  have  quite  broken  me  down. 
The  glory  resulting  from  such  actions,  so  dearly  bought,  is  no  consola- 
tion to  me." 

The  extract  in  the  text  is  taken  "  From  Circumstantial  Details  Relative 
to  the  Battle  of  Waterloo,"  which  was  written  by  the  author  to  explain 
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The  state  of  the  wounded  during  this  dreadful  night  may 
be  conceived.  Not  even  a  drop  of  water  was  to  be  had  on 
the  field  to  relieve  their  thirst,  and  none  was  to  be  procured 
nearer  than  Waterloo.  Late  as  it  was,  and  exhausted  as  our 
officers  must  have  been  with  the  fatigue  of  such  unremitting 
exertions,  many  of  them  mounted  their  horses,  slung  over 
their  shoulders  as  many  canteens  as  they  could  carry,  gal- 
loped to  Waterloo,  a  distance  of  more  than  two  miles  from 
almost  every  part  of  the  field,  filled  them  with  water,  and 
returned  with  it  for  the  relief  of  the  wounded  men. 

I  did  not  leave  a  corner  of  La  Belle  AUiance  unrummaged, 
but  I  cannot  say  that  I  saw  anything  particularly  worthy  of 
notice:  I  ate  a  bit  of  intolerably  bad  rye-cake,  as  sour  as 
vinegar,  and  as  black  as  the  bread  of  Sparta,  which  nothing 
but  the  consideration  of  its  having  been  in  La  Belle  Alliance 
during  the  battle  (which  the  woman  assured  me  was  the 
case)  could  have  induced  me  to  swallow : — but  I  need  not 
stop  to  relate  my  own  follies. 

I  bought  from  the  people  of  the  house  the  feather  of  a 
French  ofiicer,  and  a  cuirass  which  had  belonged  to  a  French 
Cuirassier,  who,  they  said,  had  died  here  the  day  after  the 
battle.  Loaded  with  my  spoils,  I  traversed  the  whole  extent 
of  the  field,  thinking,  as  I  toiled  along  beneath  the  burning 
sun,  under  the  weight  of  the  heavy  cuirass,  that  the  poor 
man  to  whom  it  had  belonged,  when  he  brought  it  into  the 
field,  in  all  the  pride  of  martial  ardour,  and  all  the  confidence 
of  victory,  little  dreamed  who  would  carry  it  oflT.  If  he  had 
known  that  it  was  to  be  an  English  lady,  he  would  have 
been  more  surprised  than  pleased. 

"  A  Panoramic  Sketch  of  the  Field  of  Battle,"  by  her  sister,  both  of  which 
were  published  by  J.  Booth,  London,  in  August,  1815,  for  the  benefit  of  the 
Waterloo  Fund. 
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I  did  not  stop  till  I  got  to  the  old  tree  now  known  by  the 
name  of  Lord  Wellington's  tree,*  near  which  he  stood  for  a 
length  of  time  during  the  battle,  and  beneath  which  I  now 
sat  myself  down  to  rest.  It8  massy  trunk  and  broken  branches 
were  pierced  with  a  number  of  cannon-balls,  but  its  foliage 
still  afforded  me  a  grateful  shade  from  the  rays  of  the  sun. 

It  was  between  this  part  of  the  field  and  Hougoumont 
that  the  lamented  Sir  William  Ponsonby  gloriously  fell  in 
the  prime  of  life  and  honour,  after  repeatedly  leading  the 
most  gallant  and  successful  charges  against  the  enemy,  in 
which  he  took  upwards  of  2000  prisoners  and  two  French 
eagles.  The  particulars  of  his  death  are  well  known.  In 
the  heat  of  the  action  he  was  unfortunately  separated  from 
his  brigade,  his  horse  stuck  fast  in  the  deep  wet  clay  of  some 
newly-ploughed  land,  and  he  saw  a  large  body  of  Polish 
Lancers  bearing  down  against  him.  In  this  dreadful  situa- 
tion he  awaited  the  inevitable  fate  that  approached  him  with 
the  composure  of  a  hero :  he  calmly  turned  to  his  aide-de- 
camp, who  was  still  by  his  side,  and  it  is  said  that  he  was  in 
the  act  of  giving  him  a  picture  and  a  last  message  to  his 
wife,  when  he  was  pierced  at  once  with  the  pikes  of  seven 
of  the  Polish  Lancers,  and  fell  covered  with  wounds.  Eng- 
land never  lost  a  better  soldier,  nor  society  a  brighter  orna- 
ment. He  was  deservedly  beloved  by  his  friends  and  com- 
panions, adored  by  his  family,  and  lamented  and  honoured 
by  his  country. 

Numbers  of  country-people  were  employed  in  what  might 
be  called  the  gleanings  of  the  harvest  of  spoil.  The  muskets, 
the  swords,  the  helmets,  the  cuirasses — all  the  large  and  un- 

*  It  is  on  the  left  of  the  road  in  going  towards  Waterloo,  beliind  the 
farm-house  of  La  Haye  Saint  o.  But  this  tree,  which  ought  to  have  been 
for  ever  sacred,  has  been  cot  downII! 
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broken  arms  had  been  Immediately  carried  off;  and  now  the 
eagles  that  had  emblazoned  the  caps  of  the  French  Infantry, 
the  fragments  of  broken  swords,  &c.,  were  rarely  to  be 
found,  though  there  was  great  abundance  upon  sale.  But 
there  was  still  plenty  of  rubbish  to  be  picked  up  upon  the 
field,  for  those  who  had  a  taste  for  it  like  me — though  the 
greatest  part  of  it  was  in  a  most  horrible  state. 

It  was  astonishing  with  what  dreadful  haste  the  bodies  of 
the  dead  had  been  pillaged.  The  work  of  plunder  was 
carried  on  even  during  the  battle ;  and  those  hardened  and 
abandoned  wretches  who  follow  the  camp,  like  vultures,  to 
prey  upon  the  corpses  of  the  dead,  had  the  temerity  to  press 
forward  beneath  a  heavy  fire  to  rifle  the  pockets  of  the 
officers  who  fell  of  their  watches  and  money.  The  most 
daring  and  atrocious  of  these  marauders  were  women.* 

The  description  I  heard  of  the  field  the  morning  after  the 
battle  from  those  who  had  visited  it,  I  cannot  yet  recal  with- 
out horror.  Horses  were  galloping  about  in  every  direction 
without  their  riders:    some  of  them,  bleeding  with  their 

*  Some  soldiers'  wives  were,  however,  actuated  by  better  motives,  and, 
like  the  matrons  of  Hensberg,  in  times  of  old,  seemed  to  think  their  best 
treasures  were  their  husbands.  Many  of  them  rushed  forward  and  carried 
their  wounded  husbands  off  the  field  at  the  hazard  of  their  own  lives.  Tlie 
wife  of  a  sergeant  in  the  28th  was  severely  wounded  in  two  places  by  a 
shell,  which  struck  her  as  she  was  carrying  off  her  wounded  husband. 
This  anecdote  was  related  to  me  by  an  eye-witness  of  the  circumstance. 
The  woman  (respecting  whom  I  inquired  since  my  return  to  England)  has, 
I  understand,  been  allowed  a  pension  from  Chelsea  Hospital.  I  heard  of 
several  similar  instances  of  heroic  conjugal  affection;  and  I  myself  saw 
one  poor  woman,  the  wife  of  a  private  in  the  27th,  whose  leg  was  dread- 
fully fractured  by  a  musket-ball  in  rescuing  her  husband.  When  struck 
by  the  ball  she  fell  to  the  ground  with  her  husband,  who  was  supposed  to 
be  mortally  wounded,  but  she  still  refused  to  leave  him,  and  they  were  re- 
moved together  to  the  rear,  and  afterwards  sent  to  Antwerp.  The  poor 
man  survived  the  amputation  of  both  his  arms,  and  is  still  alive.  Th<i 
woman,  who  was  then  in  a  state  of  pregnancy,  has,  since  her  return  to  this 
country,  given  birth  to  a  child,  to  which  the  Duke  of  York  stood  god- 
father. 
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wounds  and  frantic  with  pain,  were  tearing  up  tlie  ground,  and 
plunging  over  the  bodies  of  the  dead  and  the  dying — and  many 
of  them  were  lying  on  the  ground  in  the  agonies  of  death. 

Over  the  whole  field  the  bodies  of  the  innumerable  dead, 
already  stripped  of  every  covering,  were  lying  in  heaps  upon 
each  other ;  the  wounded  in  many  instances  beneath  them. 
Some,  faint  and  bleeding,  were  slowly  attempting  to  make 
their  way  towards  Brussels  ;  others  were  crawling  upon  their 
hands  and  knees  from  this  scene  of  misery;  and  many,  un- 
able to  move,  lay  on  the  ground  in  agony. 

For  four  days  and  nights  some  of  these  unfortunate  men 
were  exposed  to  the  beams  of  the  sun  by  day,  and  to  tiie 
dews  by  night ;  for  notwithstanding  the  most  praiseworthy 
and  indefatigable  exertions,  the  last  of  the  wounded  were  not 
removed  from  the  field  until  the  Thursday  after  the  battle ; 
and  if  we  consider  that  there  were  at  least  8000  British, 
besides  the  Belgic,  Brunswick,  and  Prussian  wounded 
soldiers,  and  an  incalculable  number  of  wounded  French — 
we  shall  find  cause  for  surprise  and  admiration,  that  they 
could  be  removed  in  so  short  a  time.  Their  conveyance,  too, 
was  rendered  extremely  difficult,  as  well  as  inconceivably 
painful  to  the  poor  sufferers,  by  the  dreadful  and  almost  im- 
passable state  of  the  roads. 

The  Belgic  peasantry  showed  the  most  active  and  attentive 
humanity  to  these  poor  wounded  men.  They  brought  them 
the  best  food  they  could  procure  ;  they  gave  them  water  to 
drink — they  ministered  to  all  their  wants — complied  with  all 
their  wishes — and  treated  them  as  if  they  had  been  their  own 
children. 

An  officer,  with  whom  we  are  well  acquainted,  went  over 
the  field  on  the  morning  of  the  battle,  and  examined  the 
ghastly  heaps  of  dead  in  search  of  the  body  of  a  near  rela- 
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;  and  after  all  the  corpses  were  buried  or  burnt — in  the 
same  melancholy  and  fruitless  search,  many  an  English- 
woman, whom  tliis  day  of  glory  had  bereft  of  husband  or 
son,  wandered  over  this  fatal  field,  wildly  calling  upon  the 
names  of  those  who  were  now  no  more.  The  very  day  be- 
fore we  visited  it,  the  widow  and  the  sister  of  a  brave  and 
lamented  British  officer  had  been  here,  harrowing  up  the 
souls  of  the  beholders  with  their  wild  lamentations,  vainly 
demanding  where  the  remains  of  him  they  loved  reposed,  and 
accusing  Heaven  for  denying  them  the  consolation  of  weep- 
ing over  his  grave.  I  was  myself,  afterwards,  a  sorrowful 
v/itness  of  the  dreadful  effects  of  the  unrestrained  indulgence 
of  this  passionate  and  heart-breaking  grief.  In  the  instance 
to  which  I  allude,  sorrow  had  nearly  driven  reason  from  her 
seat,  and  melancholy  verged  upon  madness. 

I  have  forced  myself  to  dwell  upon  these  scenes  of  horror, 
with  whatever  pain  to  my  own  feelings,  because  in  this 
favoured  country,  which  the  mercy  of  Heaven  has  hitherto 
preserved  from  being  the  theatre  of  war,  and  from  ex- 
periencing the  calamities  which  have  visited  other  nations, 
I  have  sometimes  thought  that  the  blessings  of  that  exemp- 
tion are  but  imperfectly  felt,  and  that  the  sufferings  and  the 
dangers  of  those  whose  valour  and  whose  blood  have  been  its 
security  and  glory,  are  but  faintly  understood,  and  coldly 
commiserated.  I  wished  that  those  who  had  suffered  in  the 
cause  of  their  country  should  be  repaid  by  her  gratitude,  and 
that  she  should  learn  more  justly  to  estimate  "  the  price  of 
victory."  But  it  is  impossible  for  me  to  describe,  or  for 
imagination  to  conceive,  the  horrors  of  Waterloo ! 

How  gladly  would  I  dwell  upon  the  individual  merits  of 
those  who  fell  upon  this  glorious  field,  had  I  but  the  power 
to  snatch  from  oblivion  one  of  the  many  names  which  ought 
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to  be  enrolled  in  the  proud  list  of  their  country's  heroes !  In 
the  heat  of  such  a  battle,  probably  thousands  have  fallen, 
whose  untold  deeds  surpass  all  that  from  childhood  our  hearts 
have  worshipped.  But  that  heroic  valour  and  devoted  pa- 
triotism, which  in  other  days  were  confined  to  individuals  and 
signalised  their  conduct — at  Waterloo  pervaded  every  breast. 
Every  private  soldier  acted  like  a  hero,  and  thus  individual 
merit  was  lost  in  the  general  excellence,  as  the  beams  of  the 
stars  are  undistinguished  in  the  universal  blaze  of  day. 

But  it  is  not  only  the  unrivalled  glory  of  my  countrymen 
in  arms,  of  which  I  am  proud,  it  is  the  noble  use  which 
they  have  made  of  their  triumph.  It  is  not  only  their 
irresistible  valour  in  battle,  but  their  unexampled  mercy  and 
moderation  in  victory  which  exalts  them  above  all  other 
nations.  It  has  been  justly  said  by  those  whom  they  con- 
quered, that  no  other  army  than  the  British  could  have  won 
the  battles  of  Quatre  Bras  and  Waterloo:  and  no  other 
army  but  the  British,  after  such  a  battle  and  such  a  victory, 
after  a  long  course  of  incessant  warfare,  after  recent  insults 
and  wanton  cruelties,  and  after  ages  of  inveterate  hostility 
and  national  animosity, — no  other  army  but  the  British,  in 
such  circumstances,  would  have  marched  through  the  heart  of 
that  enemy's  country,  and  entered  that  enemy's  capital,  as 
the  British  army  marched  through  France  and  entered  Paris. 

We  have  only  to  remember  what  has  invariably  been  the 
conduct  of  the  French  armies  in  their  march  through  the 
countries  they  have  conquered.  We  have  only  to  picture 
to  ourselves  what  would  have  been  their  conduct,  if  they  had 
triumphantly  marched  through  England,  and  we  shall  then 
be  able  to  appreciate  the  meritorious  moderation  of  the 
British  army.  No  plundered  towns,  no  burning  villages,  no 
ruined  houses  marked  their  course  ;  no  outrage,  no  cruelty 
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violence  disgraced  their  triumphant  progress.  The 
French  people  received  from  their  enemies  that  mercy  which 
was  denied  them  by  their  own  soldiers.  There  is  not  a 
spot  on  the  earth,  from  the  burning  sands  of  Egypt  to  the 
frozen  deserts  of  Russia — from  the  Black  Sea  to  the  Pillars 
of  Hercules—from  the  coasts  of  the  Baltic  to  the  shores  of 
the  Mediterranean,  where  the  name  of  Frenchman  and  of 
Napoleon  Buonaparte  is  not  dreaded  and  detested.  Where- 
ever  the  power  of  Buonaparte  has  been  known,  or  his  do- 
minion felt,  his  name  is  uttered  with  execrations.  Wherever 
he  has  gone,  his  path,  like  that  of  the  pestiferous  serpent, 
has  been  traced  by  misery  and  desolation.  But  it  is  a  proud 
reflection  to  every  British  heart,  that  there  is  not  a  country 
of  the  civilised  world  where  England  is  not  mentioned  with 
respect  and  gratitude,  and  the  very  name  of  EngUshman 
coupled  with  blessings. 

I  am  too  sensible  of  my  own  incompetency,  and  too 
conscious  of  my  want  of  knowledge,  to  attempt  to  give  any 
account  of  the  battle  itself  The  deeds  of  my  countrymen 
I  can  only  admire  —  I  am  not  qualified  to  record  them. 
Abler  pens  than  mine  must  do  justice  to  the  events  of  this 
day  of  glory,  which  I  cannot  recal  to  memory  without 
tears:  but  it  was  impossible  to  stand  on  the  field  where 
thousands  of  my  gallant  countrymen  had  fought  and  con- 
quered, and  bled  and  died — and  where  their  heroic  valour 
had  won  for  England  her  latest,  proudest  wreath  of  glory — 
without  mingled  feelings  of  triumph,  pity,  enthusiasm,  and 
admiration,  which  language  is  utterly  unable  to  express. 

I  stood  alone  upon  the  spot  so  lately  bathed  in  human 
blood — where  more  than  two  hundred  thousand  human 
beings  had  mingled  together  in  mortal  strife :  I  cast  my  eyes 
upon  the  ruined  hovels  immortalised  by  the  glorious  achieve- 
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ments  of  my  gallant  countrymen.  I  recalled  to  mind  their 
invincible  constancy — their  undaunted  intrepidity — their 
heroic  self-devotion  in  the  hour  of  trial — their  magnanimity 
and  mercy  in  the  moment  of  victory:  I  cast  my  eyes  upon 
the  tremendous  graves  at  my  feet,  filled  with  the  mortal 
remains  of  heroes. — Silence  and  desolation  now  reigned  on 
this  wide  field  of  carnage:  the  scattered  relics  of  recent 
slaughter  and  devastation  covered  the  sun-burnt  ground  ;  the 
gales  of  heaven,  as  they  passed  me,  were  tainted  with  the 
eflSuvia  of  death.  I  shuddered  at  the  thought  that,  beneath  the 
clay  on  whicli  I  stood,  the  best  and  bravest  of  human  hearts 
reposed  in  death.  Oh !  surely  in  such  a  moment  and  on  such 
a  spot,  ''  some  human  tears  might  fall  and  be  forgiven !" 

Alas !  those  for  whom  I  mourned  sleep  in  death — and  in 
vain  for  them  are  the  tears,  the  praise,  or  the  gratitude  of 
their  country:  but  though  their  bodies  may  moulder  in  tlie 
tomb,  and  their  ashes,  mingled  with  the  dust,  be  scattered 
unnoticed  by  the  winds  of  winter,  their  names  and  their 
deeds  shall  never  perish — they  shall  live  for  ever  in  the 
remembrance  of  their  country,  and  the  tears  which  pity — 
gratitude — admiration — wring  from  every  British  heart, 
shall  hallow  their  bloody  and  honourable  grave.  On  earth 
they  shall  receive  the  noblest  meed  of  praise ;  and  oh !  may 
we  not,  without  impiety  or  presumption,  indulge  the  hope, 
that  in  heaven  the  crown  of  glory  and  immortality  awaits 
those  who  fell  in  the  field  of  honour,  and  who  in  the 
discharge  of  their  last  and  noblest  duty  to  their  country, 
"  resigned  their  spirit  unto  Him  that  gave  it?" 

It  w^as  with  difficulty  I  could  tear  myself  from  the  spot — 
but  after  casting  one  long  and  lingering  look  upon  the 
wood-crowned  hill  of  Hougoumont,  the  shattered  walls  of 
La  Haye  Sainte,  the  hamlet  of  La  Belle  Alliance,  the  woods 
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of  Friscliermont,  the  broken  hedge  in  front  of  which  Sir 
Thomas  Picton's  division  had  been  stationed,  and  which  was 
doubly  interesting  from  the  remembrance  that  it  was  there 
that  gallant  and  lamented  general  had  fought  and  fallen  ; 
and  after  giving  one  last  glance  at  the  ever  memorable  tree 
beneath  which  I  stood,  I  joined  my  brother  and  sister,  who 
had  been  taking  sketches  at  a  little  distance,  and  set  oflFwith 
them  to  Mont  St.  Jean — lightened  of  the  load  of  my  cuirass, 
which  a  little  girl,  who  before  the  battle  had  been  one  of 
the  inhabitants  of  La  Haye  Sainte,  joyfully  carried  to  the 
village  for  half  a  franc. 

On  our  return  we  entered  the  farm-house  where  Major  L. 
had  been  conveyed  when  wounded.  The  farm-house  and 
offices  enclose  a  court  into  which  the  windows  of  the  house 
look.  It  is  only  one  story  high,  and  consists  of  three  rooms, 
one  through  another.  Not  only  these  rooms,  but  the  barns, 
out-houses,  and  byres  were  filled  with  wounded  British 
officers,  many  of  whom  died  here  before  morning. 

In  that  last  tremendous  attack  which  took  place 
towards  the  close  of  the  day,  before  the  arrival  of  the 
Prussians  (but  which,  thanks  to  British  valour,  was  wholly 
unsuccessful),  the  battle  extended  even  here.  The  French 
suddenly  turned  the  fire  of  nearly  the  whole  of  their  artillery 
against  this  part  of  our  position,  in  front  of  Mont  St.  Jean, 
and  a  general  charge  of  their  infantry  and  cavalry  advanced, 
under  cover  of  this  tremendous  cannonade,  to  the  attack, 
Weakened  as  our  army  had  been  in  this  quarter  with  the 
immense  loss  it  had  sustained,  they  expected  it  to  give  way 
instantly,  and  that  they  should  be  able  to  force  their  way  to 
Brussels.  The  Belgians  fled  at  this  tremendous  onset.  The 
British  stood  firm  and  undaunted,  contesting  every  inch  of 
ground.     Every  little  rise  was  taken  and  retaken.     Tlie 
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French  and  English,  intermingled  with  each  other,  fought 
man  to  man,  and  sword  to  sword,  around  these  walls,  and 
in  this  court,  while  cannon-shot  thundered  against  the  walls 
of  the  house,  and  shells  broke  in  at  the  windows  of  the  rooms 
crowded  with  wounded.  Such  of  the  officers  as  it  was  pos- 
sible to  remove  were  carried  out  beneath  a  shower  of  mus- 
ketry. But  our  troops  maintained  their  ground  in  spite  of 
the  immense  numbers  of  the  enemy,  and  of  a  most  tremen- 
dous and  incessant  fire  ;  and  after  a  long  and  desperate 
contest,  the  French  were  completely  repulsed  and  driven 
back.  They  never  for  a  moment  gained  possession  even 
of  this  farm-house,  much  less  of  the  village  of  Mont  St. 
Jean,  to  which  indeed  the  battle  never  extended.  Some 
cannon-balls  indeed  were  lodged  in  the  walls  of  the  cottages, 
but  the  action  took  place  entirely  in  front  of  the  village, 
and  its  possession  was  never  therefore  disputed. 

The  farmer's  wife  had  actually  remained  in  this  farm- 
house during  the  whole  of  this  tremendous  battle,  quite 
alone,  shut  up  in  her  own  room,  or  rather  garret.  There 
she  sat  the  whole  day,  listening  to  the  roar  of  the  cannon,  in 
solitude  and  silence,  unable  to  see  anything,  or  to  hear  any 
account  of  what  was  passing.  It  seemed  to  me  that  the 
utmost  ingenuity  of  man  could  not  have  devised  a  more 
terrible  punishment  than  this  woman  voluntarily  inflicted 
upon  herself  When  I  asked  her  what  could  have  been 
her  motives  for  remaining  in  such  a  dreadful  situation,  she 
said  that  she  stayed  to  take  care  of  her  property — that  all  she 
had  in  the  world  consisted  in  cows  and  calves,  in  poultry 
and  pigs — and  she  thought  if  she  went  away  and  left  them, 
she  should  lose  them  all — and  perhaps  have  her  house  and 
furniture  burnt.  She  seemed  to  applaud  herself  not  a  little  for 
her  foresight.     If  the  French,  however,  had  been  victorious 
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instead  of  the  English,  the  woman,  as  well  as  her  hens  and 
chickens,  would  have  been  in  rather  an  awkward  predicament. 

Her  husband  first  told  me  this  story,  which  I  could  scarcely 
credit  till  she  herself  confirmed  it.  But  he,  honest  man  ! 
had  wisely  run  away  before  the  battle  had  begun,  leaving 
his  wife,  his  pigs,  and  poultry  to  take  care  of  themselves. 
She  said  she  stayed  in  her  room  all  that  night,  and  never  came 
down  till  the  following  morning,  when  all  the  surviving 
wounded  officers  had  been  removed,  but  the  bodies  of  those 
wh6  had  expired  during  the  night  still  remained,  and  the  floors 
of  all  the  rooms  were  stained  with  blood.  She  seemed  very 
callous  to  their  fate,  and  to  the  sufierings  of  the  wounded ;  and 
very  indifferent  about  everything  except  her  hens  and  chickens. 
She  led  me  to  a  little  miserable  dark  cow-house,  where  Gene- 
ral Cooke  (or  Cock,  as  she  called  him)  had  remained  a  consider- 
able time  when  wounded,  and  it  seemed  to  be  a  sort  of  gratifica- 
tion to  her,  that  a  British  general  had  been  in  her  cow-house. 

Leaving  this  farm-house,  we  walked  through  the  village 
of  Mont  St.  Jean,  and  stopped  at  the  little  inn,  where  we 
found  the  rest  of  the  party  busily  employed  upon  every  kind 
of  eatable  the  house  afforded,  which  consisted  of  brown 
bread,  and  butter  and  cheese — small  beer,  and  still  smaller 
wine.  Although  I  had  rejected  with  abhorrence  at  Chateau 
Hougoumont  a  proposal  of  eating,  which  some  one  had  ven- 
tured unadvisedly  to  make ;  and  though  it  did  seem  to  me 
upon  the  field  of  battle  that  I  should  never  think  of  eating 
again,  yet  no  sooner  did  I  cast  my  eyes  upon  these  viands 
than  I  pounced  upon  them,  as  a  falcon  does  upon  its  prey, 
and  devoured  them  with  nearly  as  much  voracity.  They 
seemed  to  me  to  be  delicious;  and  the  brown  bread  and 
butter,  especially,  were  incomparablcr 
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The  woman  of  the  house  and  her  two  daughters,  who 
were  industriously  employed  in  plain  needlework,  related  to 
us  with  great  naivete  all  the  terrors  they  had  suffered,  and 
all  the  horrors  they  had  seen.  Like  all  the  other  inhabitants  of 
the  village,  they  had  fled  the  day  before  the  battle — not  into 
the  woods,  but  to  a  place,  the  name  of  which  I  do  not  re- 
member, but  which  they  said  was  very  far  off  ("  bien  loin"). 

Several  cannon-balls  had  lodged  in  the  walls  about  this 
house,  although  it  was  at  the  extremity  of  the  village, 
farthest  from  the  field.  Having  finished  our  frugal  repast, 
for  which  these  kind  and  simple  people  asked  a  most  trifling 
recompense,  we  left  Mont  St.  Jean,  passed  through  the  vil- 
lage of  Waterloo  for  the  last  time,  and  returned  to  Brussek 
with  an  impression  on  our  minds,  from  our  visit  to  the  field 
of  Waterloo,  which  no  time  can  efface. 

It  was  on  Wednesday,  the  19th  of  July,  that  we  learnt 
the  astonishing  news  that  Napoleon  Buonaparte  had  surren- 
dered himself  to  the  British,  and  was  actually  a  prisoner  on 
board  the  Bellerophon.  An  aide-de-camp  of  the  King  of 
France,  going  express  to  the  King  of  Holland  at  the  Hague, 
was  the  bearer  of  this  important  intelligence.  It  was  com- 
municated to  us  by  General  Murray,  who  came  in  with  a 
countenance  radiant  with  joy,  and  scarcely  could  my  sister 
and  I,  in  our  transports,  refrain  from  embracing  the  good 
old  general.  He  had  himself  seen  the  aide-de-camp  of 
Louis  XVIII.;  yet  this  news  was  so  unexpected,  so  wonder- 
ful— and  above  all  so  good ;  that  scarcely  could  it  be  cre- 
dited. Could  it  indeed  be  possible  that  Napoleon — the 
dreaded  Napoleon — was  really  a  prisoner  to  the  Enghsh ! 
All  ranks  of  people  were  breathless  with  expectation,  and 
with  trembling  eagerness  and  anxious  inquiries  awaited 
further  intelligence.  In  a  few  hours  it  was  confirmed  beyond 
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a  possibility  of  doubt. — "  Buonaparte  est  pris! — il  est  pris! 
— c'est  vrai — c'est  bien  vrai !"  cried  M.  Weerid,  the  Belgic 
gentleman  in  whose  house  Major  L.  was  an  inmate,  bursting 
into  his  room  with  a  turbulence  of  joy  ill-suited  to  the 
suffering  state  of  our  poor  wounded  friend.  The  loud  accla- 
mations of  the  populace — the  ejaculations  of  thanksgiving 
and  tears  of  joy  which  burst  from  the  women — and  the  curses 
which  were  freely  bestowed  on  him  by  the  men — proved  the 
strength  of  their  terror,  and  the  bitterness  of  their  detestation. 

It  was  our  fate  to  be  the  bearers  of  this  intelligence  almost 
the  whole  way  through  Belgium.  So  slowly  does  news 
travel  in  this  country,  that  although  it  had  arrived  in  Brus- 
sels at  five  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  and  we  did  not  set  off 
till  eight  the  following  morning,  no  rumours  of  it  had  been 
received  in  any  of  the  towns  or  villages  through  which  ^vo 
passed;  and  we  even  found  the  good  people  of  Ghent  in 
profound  ignorance  of  it.  But  the  Belgians  were  slow  of 
belief,  and  the  transport  and  the  vociferous  joy  with  which 
it  was  uniformly  received  at  first,  were  generally  followed 
by  doubts  and  fears,  and  fervent  wishes  for  its  truth. 

At  the  inn  at  Alost  we  found  a  party  comfortably  sitting 
down  to  dinner  at  twelve  o'clock,  at  the  well-spread  Table 
d'Hote.  No  sooner  had  I  mentioned  this  news  than  knives 
and  forks  were  thrown  down,  plates  and  dishes  abandoned. 
An  old  fat  Belgic  gentleman,  overturning  his  soup  plate, 
literally  jumped  for  joy;  another,  more  nimble,  began  to 
caper  up  and  down  the  room.  A  corpulent  lady,  in  attempt- 
ing to  articulate  her  transport,  was  nearly  choked,  like  little 
Hunchback,  with  a  fish-bone;,  and  the  demonstrations  of  joy 
shown  by  the  rest  of  the  party  were  not  less  extravagant. 
One  old  man,  however,  shook  his  head  in  sign  of  incredu- 
lity, and  said  with  fervour,  when  I  assured  him  that  Bu^na- 
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parte  was  really  a  prisoner  to  the  English,  **  that  he  should 
have  lived  long  enough  if  he  ever  lived  to  see  that  day." 
Nothing  amused  me  more,  however,  than  the  squall  set  up 
by  an  old  country-woman,  who  shook  my  hand  till  she  nearly 
wrung  it  off,  and  then,  shocked  at  what  she  had  done,  burst 
forth  into  apologies  to  me,  exclamations  of  joy,  and  abuse  of 
Buonaparte,  all  in  a  breath. 

To  my  cost,  however,  the  official  account  of  this  important 
news  did  arrive  at  Ghent,  just  after  I  had  gone  to  bed.  It 
had  been  more  than  twenty-four  hours  on  its  way,  travelling 
at  the  rate  of  about  a  mile  an  hour;  and  much  did  I  wisli 
that  it  had  been  longer,  for  neither  peace  nor  repose  was  now 
to  be  had.  Bonfires  were  lighted,  guns  fired,  squibs  and 
crackers  let  off  in  the  streets,  rockets  sent  up  to  the  clouds, 
and  both  heaven  and  earth  disturbed  by  the  uproar.  Not 
satisfied  with  this,  they  took  it  into  their  heads  to  keep  up 
a  firing  with  muskets  under  my  windows;  and  the  inha- 
bitants and  the  English  soldiers,  royally  drunk  and  loyally 
noisy,  vied  with  each  other  in  singing  or  rather  roaring  out 
tlie  most  discordant  strains  ;  and  *'  God  save  the  King,"  in 
English,  and  a  variety  of  Belgic  songs  in  low  Dutch,  were 
sung  all  at  once,  with  the  most  patriotic  perseverance,  in  the 
streets.  By  the  time  these  outrageously  loyal  people  found 
their  way  to  bed,  it  was  nearly  time  for  me  to  get  up,  which 
I  did  at  five  o'clock,  in  order  to  see  a  very  fine  cabinet  of 
paintings.  The  old  Flemish  gentleman  to  whom  they  be- 
longed, not  satisfied  with  giving  me  permission  to  see  them, 
had  the  politeness  to  rise  at  that  unseasonable  hour,  in  order 
that  he  might  be  ready  to  receive  me,  and  to  show  them  to 
me  himself.  What  English  gentleman  would  have  got  out  of 
his  bed  before  six  o'clock  in  order  to  show  his  collection  of 
paintings  to  a  foreigner,  a  person  of  no  distinction,  of  whom  he 
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jw  nothing,  who  had  no  introduction  to  him,  whom  he  had 
never  seen  before,  and  would  most  probably  never  see  again? 

Next  day  at  nine  o'clock  we  embarked  from  Ostend  for 
England  in  a  large  packet  crowded  with  passengers.  We 
set  sail  with  a  favouring  gale,  but  the  winds  and  the  waves 
maintained  their  usual  capricious  and  inconstant  character, 
and  after  a  succession  of  calms,  contrary  winds,  and  oppos- 
ing tides,  we  found  ourselves,  late  on  the  evening  of  the 
second  day,  at  anchor  within  sight  of  the  harbour  of  Mar- 
gate, but  without  a  hope  of  reaching  it  till  the  following 
morning.  In  order  to  escape  spending  another  night  on 
board,  we  embraced  the  expedient  of  committing  ourselves 
to  a  little  boat,  in  which  it  seemed  invariably  to  be  our  fate 
to  end  all  our  voyages. 

We  were  rowed  ashore,  and  landed  in  the  dark,  at  past 
eleven  o'clock  at  night,  upon  the  slippery  and  weed -covered 
rocks  of  Margate,  exactly  six  weeks  after  we  had  landed  in 
the  same  manner,  at  the  same  hour,  and  the  same  day  of  the 
week,  on  the  deep  and  deserted  sands  of  Ostend.  In  that 
six  weeks  what  a  change  had  taken  place !  When  I  left 
England,  Buonaparte  was  the  terror  of  the  world — Europe 
was  arming  against  him,  and  his  threatening  hosts  were 
ready  to  overwhelm  it  again  with  ruin.  When  I  returned, 
these  tremendous  armies  were  defeated  and  scattered — the 
victorious  troops  of  England  were  in  the  capital  of  France ; 
and  Buonaparte  himself,  fallen  from  the  highest  imperial 
throne  of  the  universe  to  the  lowest  abyss  of  fortune,  was  a 
prisoner  on  board  a  British  ship  of  war,  and  a  suppliant  to  the 
mercy  of  my  country ! 

Events  so  extraordinary  and  improbable,  and  changes  so 
sudden  and  so  wonderful,  seemed  to  outrun  the  rapidity  of 
imagination  itself,  and  to  exceed  the  limits  of  possibility. 
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The  past  seemed  like  a  dream.  Scarcely,  on  retrospection, 
could  we  believe  it  to  be  real,  or  be  convinced  that  the 
scenes  we  had  witnessed,  since  our  departure  from  England, 
had  not  been  the  illusions  of  fancy,  or  the  "  baseless  fabric  of 
a  vision."  They  bore  more  resemblance  to  the  shifting  and 
imaginary  scenes  represented  on  the  stage,  than  to  events 
which  had  actually  happened  on  the  great  theatre  of  the 
world.  It  had  indeed  been  a  great  and  a  bloody  tragedy, 
and  it  had  been  our  lot  to  witness  it  from  the  first  to  the  last 
scene.  It  began  at  our  entrance,  it  finished  at  our  departure 
from  Brussels.  The  news  of  Buonaparte  having  attacked 
the  Prussians  reached  Brussels  at  the  very  moment  of  our 
arrival — the  news  of  his  surrender  to  the  British  was  received 
the  night  before  we  left  it. 

In  that  six  weeks  the  work  of  an  age  had  been  accom- 
plished ;  an  usurper  had  been  dethroned ;  a  monarch  had  been 
restored ;  a  kingdom  had  been  lost  and  won ;  a  war  had  be- 
gun and  ended;  peace  had  revisited  the  world;  and  justice 
— strict,  impartial  justice — had  descended  upon  the  head  of 
the  guilty.     And  all  this  was  the  work  of  England ! 

Yet  it  has  been  asked — and  I  have  often  heard  the  question 
slightingly  repeated  by  my  own  countrymen — "  And  what, 
after  all,  has  England  gained  for  years  of  war  and  bloodshed 
but  glory?"  I  might  answer  that  she  has  gained  security, 
peace,  and  prosperity  for  the  world,  and  for  herself,  besides,  the 
highest  place  among  nations :  but  granting  that  she  had  only 
gained  glory — what,  I  ask  in  return,  could  she  gain  that  is 
equivalent  to  it  ?  What  is  there  on  earth  to  be  compared  to  it  ? 

"  Is  aught  on  earth  so  precious  and  so  dear 
As  Fame  or  Honour  ?  or  is  aught  so  bright 
And  beautiful  as  Glory's  beams  appear, 
Whose  goodly  light  than  Phcebus'  lamp  doth  shine  more  clear  ?" 

Faerie  Queen* 
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Glory  IS  the  highest,  the  most  lasting  good.  Without  It, 
extent  of  empire,  political  greatness,  and  national  prosperity, 
are  but  a  name;  without  it,  they  can  have  no  security, 
and  can  command  no  respect;  without  It  all  other  posses- 
sions are  worthless  and  despicable — unstable  and  transitory. 
Fortune  may  change ;  arts  may  perish ;  commerce  may 
decay;  and  wealth  and  power,  and  dominion  and  greatness 
may  pass  away — but  glory  Is  Immortal  and  Indestructible, 
and  win  last  when  empires  and  dynasties  are  no  more. 

What  gives  nations  honour  and  renown  in  future  times 
but  the  glory  they  have  acquired  ?  What  exalted  Greece 
and  Rome  to  their  proud  pre-eminence  among  the  nations, 
and  transmitted  the  lustre  of  their  name  to  the  remotest 
time  ?  Why  does  the  traveller  still  traverse  distant  countries, 
to  explore  with  hallowed  respect  their  mouldering  temples, 
and  linger  with  silent  awe  amidst  the  ruins  of  the  Parthenon, 
or  on  the  site  of  the  Capitol  ?  Why  does  generation  after 
generation  contemplate  with  veneration  the  plains  of  Mara- 
thon, and  the  heights  of  Leuctra?  Why  do  they  still  re- 
trace with  enthusiasm  the  deeds  of  their  departed  heroes, 
and  the  long  catalogue  of  their  ancient  glories  ? — It  is  to 
these  ancient  glories  that  they  owe  their  present  interest  and 
importance.  The  nations  of  the  East  were  possessed  of  un- 
bounded wealth,  magnificence,  and  power — and  were  long 
the  seats  of  commerce,  of  the  arts  of  life,  and  of  learning, 
when  the  western  world  was  immersed  in  ignorance  and 
barbarism. — Yet  their  antiquities  are  unexplored  —  their 
history  neglected — their  very  existence  almost  forgotten  ; 
for  they  have  left  no  proud  remembrance,  no  ray  of  glory,  to 
immortalise  their  name. 

If  it  had  been  extent  of  empire,  or  superiority  of  wealth, 
that  gave  nations  lasting  greatness,  Persia  would  have  en- 
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joyed  that  veneration  which  is  now  paid  to  Athens.  If  it 
had  been  conferred  by  antiquity,  or  by  being  the  birth-place 
of  the  arts  and  sciences,  Egypt  would  have  stood  upon  that 
pedestal  of  fame  which  Rome  now  fills. 

Yes !  England  has  nobly  fought,  triumphantly  conquered 
and  well  has  she  been  rewarded !  She  lias  gained  that  un- 
alienable, imperishable  prize,  which  neither  time  nor  fortune, 
nor  fate — nor  any  earthly  power  can  ever  wrest  from  her. 
She  has  won  the  immortal  meed !  Generations  yet  unborn 
shall  pride  themselves  on  being  the  descendants  of  those  who 
fought  and  conquered  in  the  righteous  cause  of  Justice, 
Honour,  and  Independence,  on  the  plains  of  Spain,  and  on 
the  glorious  field  of  Waterloo ;  and  feel  the  throb  of  gene- 
rous enthusiasm  and  of  virtuous  patriotism,  when  they  retrace 
the  bright  history  of  their  country's  achievements. 

With  these  sentiments  deeply  impressed  upon  my  mind  ; 
with  the  proud  consciousness,  that  highly  as  the  fame  of 
England  had  stood  in  all  ages,  she  had  now  attained  an  un- 
paralleled height  of  greatness  and  glory;  that  the  ancient 
triumphs  of  Cressy,  Poictlers,  and  Agincourt,  in  one  age,  of 
Ramlllies,  Malplaquet,  and  Blenheim,  in  another,  had  been 
surpassed  In  those  of  Salamanca,  Vittoria,  and  Waterloo,  in 
our  own ;  that  her  name  would  descend  to  the  latest  times 
as  unrivalled  In  arms,  invincible  by  land  and  by  sea,  and 
pre-eminent,  not  only  in  valour,  but  In  faith  and  honour — In 
justice,  mercy,  and  magnanimity,  and  in  public  virtue — 
I  returned  to  my  country  after  all  the  varying  and  eventful 
scenes  through  which  it  had  been  my  lot  to  pass,  more  proud 
than  when  I  left  it  of  the  name  of 

An  Englishwoman. 


A  TRIBUTE 

TO  THE 

MEMORY  OF  THE  DUKE  OF  WELLINGTON. 

WRITTEN  THE  DAY  AFTER  HIS  FUNERAL. 

19th  November,  1852. 

The  great  Arthur,  Duke  of  Wellington,  whose  latest 
achievements  in  war  form  the  subject  of  the  preceding 
pages,  is  no  more.  Long,  long  will  the  nation  mourn  the 
greatest,  the  most  irreparable  loss  it  ever  sustained.  The 
last  sad  and  solemn  scene  has  passed  away.  That  great  and 
wondrous  man,  who  was  its  stay,  its  pride  and  glory,  has 
been  borne  to  his  honoured  tomb,  amidst  those  splendid 
obsequies  and  funeral  pomps  with  which  his  grateful 
country  vainly  sought  to  evince  her  unbounded  admira- 
tion, her  devoted  love,  and  her  profound  veneration,  for 
him  who  was  her  deliverer  and  preserver;  to  whom  she 
owed  her  unprecedented  triumphs  in  war — ^her  prolonged 
blessings  in  peace. 

"  His  funeral  pall  has  been  borne  by  nations — not  by  the 
nations  he  enslaved,  but  the  nations  he  liberated; — the  trun- 
cheons of  eight  armies  have  dropped  from  his  grasp,  and 
they  were  borne  in  the  funeral  procession  by  the  companions 
and  allies  of  his  arms  and  victories."*  But,  nobler  far,  he 
was  followed  to  the  grave  by  the  blessings  and  the  tears  of 
millions;  and  he,  alone,  amidst  all  the  great  generals  and 
conquerors  of  the  earth,  merits  the  proud  eulogium,  that  he 
was  at  once  a  true  patriot  and  a  benefactor  to  his  species. 

Eloquence  has  vainly  exhausted  itself  in  enumerating  his 
merits  and  services;  but  words  are  powerless  to  speak  his 
*  TimeSf  November  18th,  1852. 
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praises.  They  are  felt  in  the  hearts  of  the  people  of  Eng- 
land. Never  did  a  chieftain,  a  conqueror,  a  hero,  descend 
to  the  tomb  so  universally  honoured  and  lamented.  All 
ranks,  all  ages,  all  parties,  unite  in  one  unanimous  sense  of 
sorrow  and  bereavement.  Every  man  seems  to  feel  that  he, 
personally,  has  lost  a  benefactor,  a  protector — almost  a 
parent.  And  as  the  light  of  the  sun  is  not  missed  until  it 
is  withdrawn,  so  even  his  value  was  not  perhaps  fully  felt 
until  he  was  lost. 

But  he  is  gone!  "Quenched  is  that  light  which  was 
the  leading  star  to  guide  every  Briton  on  the  path  of  duty 
and  honour."*  His  name  is  surrounded  by  a  pure  halo 
of  glory — not  that  ordinary  vulgar  glory  which  is  the  meed 
of  the  mere  conqueror.  No !  the  "  hero  of  a  hundred 
fights,"  who  never  knew  defeat,  sought  not,  valued  not 
such  glory;  nay,  more,  he  despised  it;  he  never  even  named 
"  its  very  name."t  His  watchword  was  Duty,  and  the 
path  of  duty,  honour,  and  patriotism,  he  trod.  What  a 
striking  contrast  did  his  career  present  to  that  of  Napoleon, 
who  sought  that  vain,  false  glory,  through  fields  of  fire  and 
carnage,  crushing  the  nations  beneath  his  iron  yoke,  to 
aggrandise  his  selfish  ambition,  and  reign  the  despot  of  a 
devastated  world!  How  striking  is  the  fact,  that  at  the 
very  time  when,  by  the  mysterious  decree  of  Providence,  a 
Buonaparte  was  sent  to  desolate  and  enslave  the  world,  a 
Wellesley  was  given  to  save  and  deliver  it ! — the  one,  the 
Destroyer;  the  other,  the  Preserver.  They  seemed  like  the 
Incarnate  Principles  of  Evil  and  of  Good;  but  the  Good 

*  Lord  Lovaine's  speech,  November  12th. 

f  It  is  well  known  that  the  word  "  Glory"  does  not  once  occur  in  the 
multifarious  dispatches  of  the  Duke  of  Wellington. 


TRIBUTE.  171 

triumphed:  the  conqueror  and  deliverer  of  distracted  and 
bleeding  Europe  became  its  Pacificator;  and  through  long 
years  of  peace  and  prosperity  the  nations  which  he  saved 
from  tyranny  and  ruin,  have  had  reason  to  bless  the  name  of 
Wellington. 

Will  it  yet  be  permitted  to  one  British  heart — simply  "  An 
Englishwoman,"  who  witnessed  the  most  eventful  scenes  of 
his  glorious  campaigns,  and  proudly  watched  from  first  to 
last  his  high  unblemished  career — to  offer,  with  the  deepest 
veneration,  a  humble  tribute  of  high  and  holy  admiration 
upon  the  tomb  of  that  hero  whom,  through  life,  her  heart 
has  worshipped. 

The  One  True  Hero  I  unequalled  in  the  annals  of 
history — unsurpassed  even  in  the  creations  of  Romance;  He, 
who  never  headed  the  battalions  of  his  countrymen  except 
in  a  just  and  righteous  cause,  and  never  once  failed  to  lead 
them  on  to  victory  and  honour;  He,  who  was  not  only  the 
**  Victor  of  Victors,"  the  greatest  of  Conquerors,  but  also 
the  greatest  Pacificator  the  world  ever  saw — for  he  used  the 
triumphs  of  War  only  to  obtain  the  blessings  of  Peace ; — He, 
whose  first  thought  in  victory  was  mercy,  whose  first  care 
was  to  ensure,  not  the  spoils,  but  the  protection  of  the 
vanquished; — He,  who,  when  he  sheathed  his  conquering 
sword,  consecrated  the  powers  of  his  mighty  genius,  his 
mind,  and  life,  to  the  welfare  of  his  country ;  who  worked 
her  weal  through  evil  report  and  good  report,  unmoved  by 
the  cabals  of  Faction,  the  intrigues  of  Power,  and  the  slan- 
ders of  Malignity; — He,  whose  Spirit,  whilst  he  lived,  was 
our  Shield  and  Buckler,  our  Stay  and  Support;  his  counsels 
our  best  resource ;  his  name  our  tower  of  strength ;  and  his 
very  existence  our  surest  defence. 
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Alas,  for  England !  Woe !  woe  to  our  country !  The  grave 
has  closed  over  him;  but  his  sacred  ashes  shall  still  guard 
our  land.  Around  his  honoured  tomb  every  British  heart 
will  rally  to  rout  and  vanquish  the  hostile  foe  who  dares 
to  set  foot  on  British  ground.  Every  heart  will  be  roused, 
every  arm  raised  to  repel  the  insult.  His  name  shall  be  our 
everlasting  panoply  of  defence;  his  life,  his  example,  his 
memory,  shall  live  in  our  hearts,  and  to  the  latest  posterity 
England's  proudest  boast  shall  be  the  name  of  Wellington. 


APPENDIX. 


A.  (p.  44). 

Tbe  desertion  of  General  Bonrmont  did  not  take  place 
during  the  Battle  of  Quatre  Bras,  but  on  the  day  before. 
He  and  his  Staff  joined  the  Prussian  General  Ziethen  as 
the  French  were  advancing  on  Charleroi,  on  June  15.  The 
mistake,  however,  is  hardly  the  writer's  fault,  as  Sir  F.  Head, 
the  English  authority  for  the  statement,  misprints  the  date. 
(See  Hooper's  Waterloo,  p.  68.) 

B.  (p.  93). 

The  decisive  part  which  the  Prussian  army  played  in  the 
Battle  of  Waterloo  is  often  overlooked,  as  it  is  here.  Readers 
must  bear  in  mind  that  the  junction  of  the  two  armies  of  the 
Allies  was  preconcerted  by  Wellington  and  Blucher,  and  that 
the  battle  would  not  have  been  fought  under  other  circum- 
stances. It  is  true  that  the  Prussian  advance  from  Wavre, 
whence  it  had  retreated  after  the  Battle  of  Ligny  on  the 
16th,  was  delayed,  whereby  an  undue  strain  was  placed  upon 
and  nobly  borne  by  the  English  infantry,  but  the  first 
Prussian  corps  under  Billow  was  known  to  be  approaching 
by  three  o'clock.  Their  advance  on  the  village  of  Planchenoit, 
on  the  light  of  the  French  position,  caused  Napoleon  to 
detach  to  his  right  16,000  French  troops,  out  of  the  72,000 
with  which  he  began  the  battle,  and  at  last  engaged  his 
attention  so  far  as  that  he  left  Ney  to  conduct  the  attack 
upon   Wellington's    army.     Though    it    may    be    true,   as 
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Mrs.  Eaton  states,  tliat  the  Prussians  did  not  "  make  their 
appearance"  (i.e.  to  the  British  troops)  till  seven  o'clock 
(p.  130),  they  were  nevertheless  in  conflict  with  the  French 
for  some  hours  before,  and  considerably  modified  their 
attack  on  Wellington's  position. 

C.  (p.  145). 

The  allegations  of  cowardice  brought  against  Napoleon 
at  the  time,  and  frequently  repeated,  do  not  meet  with  the 
slightest  support  from  accurate  historians.  It  is  almost 
certain  that  when  Wellington,  on  the  17th,  withdrew  his 
army  from  Quatre  Bras  to  the  position  in  which  he  accepted 
battle  on  the  following  day,  Napoleon  was  with  the  head  of 
the  French  column  which  followed  up  the  retreat,  and  was 
within  cannon  shot  of  the  British  artillery  and  of  Lord 
Uxbridge,  who  commanded  the  cavalry. 

At  the  close  of  the  Battle  of  Waterloo  he  showed  no  lack 
of  courage.  "  During  the  attack  of  the  Imperial  Guard  he  had 
ridden  as  far  as  the  orchard  of  La  II aye  Sainte ;  when  the 
Guard  recoiled  he  had  rallied  them;  when  the  52nd  and 
other  regiments  of  the  brigade  pursued  so  promptly  he 
had  gradually  fallen  back  with  the  steadier  masses  of  the 
fugitives,  surrounded  by  the  truly  devoured  of  those  days,  the 
veterans  of  the  Guard." — Hooker,  p.  238. 

It  was  only  when  the  Prussians,  almost  fresh  upon  the 
field,  undertook  the  pursuit,  that  he  diverged  from  the  press 
and  rapidly  made  his  way  to  Charleroi,  where  he  obtained  a 
carriage. 

D.  (p.  148). 

The  celebrated  order  of  Wellington  to  the  Guards  is 
perhaps,  in  its  popular  form,  not  quite  authentic.  When 
towards  the  close  of  the  battle  Ney,  unhorsed,  was  leading 
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the  column  of  the  Old  Guard  up  the  slope  of  the  British 
position,  behind  the  cregt  of  which  the  British  infantry  was 
lying,  Wellington  said,  "  Up,  Guards,  and  make  ready !  '*  they 
"  sprang  to  their  feet  within  fifty  yards  of  the  astonished 
French,  and  poured  in  a  volley  which  struck  the  column 
like  a  bolt  of  iron  .  .  .  and  when  the  Duke  cried,  '  Charge  ! ' 
and  the  British  Guards  dashed  forward  with  a  cheer,  Key's 
veterans  broke  and  fled." — Hoojjer,  p.  231.  The  approach  of 
cavalry  caused  the  British  to  retreat  to  their  position  on  the 
hill,  but  in  the  meantime  the  second  column  of  the  French 
Guard  had  been  routed  by  a  bold  and  skilful  charge  of  the 
52nd  Eegiment,  followed  up  by  cavalry,  whilst  the  Prussians 
were  successfully  pushing  back  the  right  wing  of  the  French. 
Then  the  English  leader  saw  that  his  time,  at  last,  was 
come.  To  quote  again  Mr.  Hooper's  stirring  description :  "  On 
the  ridge  near  the  Guards,  his  figure  standing  out  amidst 
the  smoke  against  the  bright  north-western  sky,  Wellington 
was  seen  to  raise  his  hat  with  a  noble  gesture,  the  signal  for 
the  wasted  line  of  heroes  to  sweep  like  a  dark  wave  from 
their  coveted  position,  and  roll  out  their  lines  and  columns 
over  the  plain.  With  a  pealing  cheer,  the  whole  line  advanced 
just  as  the  sun  was  sinking,  and  the  Duke,  sternly  glad,  but 
self-possessed,  rode  off  into  the  thick  of  the  fight,  attended  by 
only  one  officer,  almost  the  last  of  the  splendid  squadron 
which  careered  around  him  in  the  morning." — P.  234. 


E.  (p.  149). 

Though  the  meeting  of  Wellington  and  Bliicher  at  La 
Belle  Alliance  has  been  made  the  subject  of  a  well-known 
picture,  it  is  not  founded  on  fact.  The  actual  meeting  took 
place  nearer  Eossomme,  some  distance  further  south  on  the 
Charleroi  road,  along  which  the  routed  army  was  struggling. 
From  this  point  the  pursuit  was  left  to  Bliicher's  troops. 
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ginal Metres,  including  Hermann  and 
Dorothea. 

Vol.  VIII.— Gotz  von  Berlichingen,  Tor- 
quato  Tasso,  Egmont,  Iphigenia,  Clavigo, 
Wayward  Lover,  and  Fellow  Culprits. 

Vol.  IX. —  Wilhelm  Meister's  Travels. 
Complete  Edition. 

Vol.  X.  —  Tour  in  Italy.  Two  Parts. 
And  Second  Residence  in  Rome. 

Vol.  XI. — Miscellaneous  Travels,  Letters 
from  Switzerland,  Campaign  in  France, 
Siege  of  Mainz,  and  Rhine  Tour. 

Vol.  XII. — Early  and  Miscellaneous 
Letters,  including  Letters  to  his  Mother, 
with  Biography  and  Notes. 

Vol.  XIII. — Correspondence  with  Zelter. 

Correspondence  with   Schiller. 

2  vols. — See  Schiller, 

GOLDSMITH'S  Works.    5  vols.    N.S. 
Vol.  I. — Life, Vicar  of  Wakefield,  Essays, 
and  Letters. 
Vol.  II. — Poems,  Plays,  Bee,  Cock  Lane 

Ghost. 

Vol.  III.--The  Citizen  of  the  World, 
Polite  Learning  in  Europe. 

Vol.  IV. — Biographies,  Criticisms,  Later 
Essays. 

Vol.  V.  —  Prefaces,  Natural  History, 
Letters,  Goody  Two-Shoes,  Index. 

GREENE,  MARLOW,  and   BEN 

lONSON  (Poems  oQ.  With  Notes  and 
Memoirs  by  R.  Bell.    N.  S. 

GREGORY'S    (Dr.)    The   Evidences, 

Hoctrines,  and  Duties  of  the  Christian  Re- 

li,L;ion. 

GRIMM'S  Household  Tales.  With  the 
(  Original  Notes.  Trans,  by  Mrs.  A.  Hunt. 
Introduction  by  Andrew  Lang,  M.A.      2 

vols.     N,  S. 


GUIZOT'S  History  of  Representative 

Government  in  Europe.  Trans,  by  A.  R. 
Scoble. 

English  Revolution  of  1640.  From 

the  Accession  of  Charles  I.  to  his  Death. 
Trans,  by  W.  Hazlitt.     Portrait. 

History  of  Civilisation.    From  the 

Roman  Empire  to  the  French  Revolution. 
Trans,  by  W.  Hazlitt.     Portraits.     3  vols. 

HALL'S   (Rev.  Robert)  Works  and 

Remains.  Memoir  by  Dr.  Gregory  and 
Essay  by  J.  Foster.     Portrait. 

HAUFF'S  Tales.  The  Caravan  — The 
Sheikh  of  Alexandria  —  The  Inn  in  the 
Spessart.  Translated  by  Prof.  S.  Mendel. 
N.S. 

HAWTHORNE'S  Tales.    3  vols.    N.  S. 

Vol.  I. — Twice-told  Tales,  and  the  Snow 
Image. 

Vol.  II. — Scarlet  Letter,  and  the  House 
with  Seven  Gables. 

Vol.  III. — Transformation,  and  Blithe- 
dale  Romance. 

HAZLITT'S  (W.)  Works,   yvols.  iV.^. 
Table-Talk. 

The  Literature   of  the  Age   of 

Elizabeth  and  Characters  of  Shakespeare's 
Plays.     N.S. 

English  Poets  and  English  Comic 

Writers.     N.  S. 

The  Plain  Speaker.    Opinions  on 

Books,  Men,  and  Things.     N.  S. 

Round     Table.      Conversations     of 

James  Northcote,  R.A.  ;  Characteristics. 
N.S. 

Sketches  and  Essays,  and  Winter- 
slow.    N.  S. 

Spirit    of   the    Age;    or,   Contem- 

porary  Portraits.  To  which  are  added 
Free  Thoughts  on  Public  Affairs,  and  a 
Letter  to  William  Gifford.  New  Edition 
by  W.  Carew  Hazlitt.    N.  S. 

HEINE'S  Poems.  Translated  in  the 
original  Metres,  with  Life  by  E.  A.  Bow- 
ring,  C.B.    N.  S. 

Travel-Pictures.    The  Tour  in  the 

Harz,  Norderney,  and  Book  of  Ideas,  to- 
gether with  the  Romantic  School.  Trans, 
by  F.  Storr.  With  Maps  and  Appendices. 
N.S.  __     ^ 

HOFFMANN'S  Works.  The  Serapion 
Brethren.  Vol.  I.  Trans,  by  Lt.-Col. 
Ewing.    N.  S.  \yol.  II.  in  the  press. 


BOUT'S  LIBRARIES. 


HUGO'S  (Victor)  Dramatic  Works; 

Hernani— RuyBlas— TheKing'sDiversion. 
Translated  by  Mrs.  Newton  Crosland  and 
F.  L.  Slous.    N.  S. 

' Poems,  chiefly  Lyrical.     Collected  by 

H.  L.  Williams.    N.  S. 

This  volume  contains  contributions  from 
F.  S.  Mahoney,  G.  W.  M.  Reynolds, 
Andrew  Lang,  Edwin  Arnold,  Mrs.  Newton 
Crosland,  Miss  Fanny  Kemble,  Bishop 
Alexander,  Prof.  Dowden,  &c. 

HUNGARY :  its  History  and  Revo- 
lution, with  Memoir  of  Kossuth.    Portrait. 

HUTCHINSON    (Colonel).    Memoirs 

of.  By  his  Widow,  with  her  Autobio- 
graphy, and  the  Siege  of  Lathom  House. 
Portrait.    N.  S. 

IRVING'S    (Washington)    Complete 

Works.     15  vols.    N.  S. 

Life  and  Letters.    By  his  Nephew, 

Pierre  E.  Irving.  With  Index  and  a 
Portrait.     2  vols.    N,  S, 

JAMES'S  (G.  P.  R.)  Life  of  Richard 

Coeur  de  Lion.  Portraits  of  Richard  and 
Philip  Augustus.    2  vols. 

Louis  XIV.    Portraits.    2  vols. 

JAMESON    (Mrs.)     Shakespeare's 

Heroines.  Characteristics  of  Women.  By 
Mrs.  Jameson.    iV.  S, 

JEAN  PAUL.— 6"^^  Richter, 

JONSON  (Ben).  VoQm.Q  of u—See  Greene. 

JUNIUS 'S  Letters.  With  Woodfall's 
Notes.  An  Essay  on  the  Authorship.  Fac- 
similes of  Handwriting.     2  vols.    N.  S. 

LA  FONTAINE'S  Fables.  In  English 
Verse,  with  Essay  on  the  Fabulists.  By 
Elizur  Wright.    N.  S, 

LAMARTINE'S   The   Girondists,  or 

Personal  Memoirs  of  the  Patriots  of  the 
French  Revolution.  Trans,  by  H.  T. 
Ryde.  Portraits  of  Robespierre,  Madame 
Roland,  and  Charlotte  Corday.    3  vols. 

The   Restoration  of  Monarchy 

in  France  (a  Sequel  to  The  Girondists). 

5  Portraits.    4  vols. 

The  French  Revolution  of  1848. 

6  Portraits. 

LAMB'S  (Charles)  Ella  and  Eliana. 

Complete  Edition.    Portrait.    N.  S. 

Specimens  of  English  Dramatic 

Poets  of  the  time  of  Elizabeth.  Notes, 
with  the  Extracts  from  the  Garrick  Plays. 
N,S. 

• —  Talfourd's  Letters  of  Charles 

Lamb.  New  Edition,  by  W.  Carew 
Hazlitt.    2  vols.    N,  J. 


LANZI'S   History   of  Painting   in 

Italy,  from  the  Period  of  the  Revival  of 
the  Fine  Arts  to  the  End  of  the  18th 
Century.  With  Memoir  of  the  Author. 
Portraits  of  RafFaelle,  Titian,  and  Cor- 
reggio,  after  the  Artists  themselves.  Trans, 
by  T.  Roscoe.     3  vols. 

LAPPENBERG'S  England  under  the 

Anglo-Saxon  Kings.  Trans,  by  B.  Thorpe, 
F.S.A.    2  vols.    N.  S. 

LESSING'S  Dramatic  Works.  Com- 
plete. By  E.  Bell,  M.A.  With  Memoir 
by  H.  Zimmern.     Portrait.     2  vols.   N.  S. 

Laokoon,  Dramatic  Notes,  and 

Representation  of  Death  by  the  Ancients. 
Frontispiece.     iV.  S. 

LOCKE'S  Philosophical  Works,  con- 
taining  Human  Understanding,  with  Bishop 
of  Worcester,  Malebranche's  Opinions,  Na- 
tural Philosophy,  Reading  and  Study. 
With  Preliminary  Discourse,  Analysis,  and 
Notes,  by  J.  A.  St.  John.  Portrait.  2  vols. 
N.S. 

Life  and  Letters,  with  Extracts  from 

his  Common-place  Books.     By  Lord  King. 

LOCKHART  (J.  G,)—See  Bums. 

LONSDALE  (Lord).— 6"^^  Carrel. 

LUTHER'S  Table-Talk.  Trans,  by  W. 
Hazlitt.  With  Life  by  A.  Chalmers,  and 
Luther's  Catechism.  Portrait  after 
Cranach.     N^  S. 

Autobiography.— 6"^^  Mkhelet. 

MACHIAVELLI'S  History  of  Flo- 
rence, The  Prince,  Savonarola,  Historical 
Tracts,  and  Memoir.     Portrait.     N.  S. 

MARLOWE.    Poems  of.—See  Greene. 

MARTINEAU'S     (Harriet)    History 

of  England  (including  History  of  the.Peace) 
from  1800-1846.     5  vols.    N.S. 

M EN Z EL'S   History  of  Germany, 

from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Crimean 
War.    3  Portraits.     3  vols. 

MICHELET'S    Autobiography    of 

Luther.  Trans,  by  W.  Hazlitt.  With 
Notes.    N.  S. 

The  French   Revolution   to   the 

Flight  of  the  King  in  179 1.    N.  S. 

MIGNET'S  The  French  Revolution, 

from  1789  to  1814.    Portrait  of  Napoleon. 
N.S. 
MILTON'S   Prose  Works.    With  Pre- 
face.  Preliminary  Remarks  by  J.  A.  St. 
John,  and  Index.     5  vols. 

MITFORD'S    (Miss)   Our   Village. 

Sketches  of  Rural  Character  and  Scenery. 
2  Engravings.     2  vols.    N.  S, 


STANDARD  LIBRARY. 


MOLIERE'S    Dramatic    Works.     \\ 

English  Prose,  by  C.  H.  Wall.  With  a 
Life  and  a  Portrait.     3  vols.     N.  S. 

*  It  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  we  have 
here  probably  as  good  a  translation  of 
Moliere  as  can  be  given.' — Academy. 

MONTAGU.    Letters  and  Works  of 

Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montagu.  Lord 
WharnclifFe's  Third  Edition.  Edited  by 
W.  Moy  Thomas.  With  steel  plates.  2 
vols.     5^.  each.     N.  S. 

MONTESQUIEU'S    Spirit    of  Laws. 

Revised  Edition,  with  D'Alembert's  Analy- 
sis, Notes,  and  Memoir.     2  vols.     N.  S. 

NEANDER   (Dr.  A.)    History  of  the 

Christian  Religion  and  Church.  Trans,  by 
J.  Torrey.     With  Short  Memoir.     10  vols. 

Life  of  Jesus  Christ,  in  its  His- 
torical Connexion  and  Development.  N.  S. 

The   Planting  and  Training  of 

the  Christian  Church  by  the  Apostles. 
With  the  Antignosticus,  or  Spirit  of  Ter- 
tuUian.    Trans,  by  J.  E.  Ryland.     2  vols. 

Lectures     on     the    History    of 

Christian  Dogmas.  Trans,  by  J.  E.  Ry- 
land.    2  vols. 

Memorials  of  Christian  Life  in 

the  Early  and  Middle  Ages ;  including 
Light  in  Dark  Places.    Trans,  by  J.  E. 

Ryland. 

OCKLEY  (S.)  History  of  the  Sara- 
cens and  their  Conquests  in  Syria,  Persia, 
and  Egypt.  Comprising  the  Lives  of 
Mohammed  and  his  Successors  to  the 
Death  of  Abdalmelik,  the  Eleventh  Caliph. 
By  Simon  Ockley,  B.D.,  Prof,  of  Arabic 
in  Univ.  of  Cambridge.  Portrait  of  Mo- 
hammed. 

PERCY'S  Reliques  of  Ancient  Eng- 
lish Poetry,  consisting  of  Ballads,  Songs, 
and  other  Pieces  of  our  earlier  Poets,  with 
some  few  of  later  date.  With  Essay  on 
Ancient  Minstrels,  and  Glossary.  2  vols. 
N.S. 

PHILIP   DE  COMMINES.    Memoirs 

of.  Containing  the  Histories  of  Louis  XI. 
and  Charles  VIIL,  and  Charies  the  Bold, 
Duke  of  Burgundy.  With  the  History  of 
Louis  XL,  by  J.  de  Troyes.  With  a  Life 
and  Notes  by  A.  R.  Scoble.  Portraits. 
2  vols. 

PLUTARCH'S  LIVES.  Newly  Trans- 
lated, with  Notes  and  Life,  by  A 
Stewart,  M.A.,  late  Fellow  of  Trinity 
College,  Cambridge,  and  G.  Long,  M.A. 
4  vols.     N.  S. 

POETRY  OF  AMERICA.    Selections 

from  One  Hundred  Poets,  from  1776  to 
i876,_  With  Introductory  Review,  and 
Specimens  of  Negro  Melody,  by  W.  J. 
Linton.    Portrait  of  W.  Whitman.    N.  S. 


RANKE  (L.)    History  of  the  Popes, 

their  Church  and  State,  and  their  Conflicts 
with  Protestantism  in  the  i6th  and  17th 
Centuries.  Trans,  by  E.  Foster.  Portraits 
of  Julius  11.  (after  Raphael),  Innocent  X. 
(after  Velasquez),  and  Clement  VII.  (after 
Titian).     3  vols.     JV.  S. 

History  of  Servla.    Trans,  by  Mrs. 

Kerr.  To  which  is  added,  The  Slave  Pro- 
vinces of  Turkey,  by  Cyprien  Robert.  N.  S. 

History  of  the  Latin  and  Teu- 
tonic Nations.  1494-1514.  Trans,  by 
P.  A.  Ashworth,  translator  of  Dr.  Gneist's 
*  History  of  the  English  Constitution.'  JV.6\ 

REUMONT  (Alfred  de).—Sej  Carafas. 

REYNOLDS' (Sir  J.)  Literary  Works. 

With  Memoir  and  Remarks  by  H.  W. 
Beechy.     2  vols.    //.  S. 

RICHTER   (Jean   Paul).     Levana, 

a  Treatise  on  Education  ;  together  with  the 
Autobiography,  and  a  short  Memoir.    N.S. 

Flower,  Fruit,  and  Thorn  Pieces, 

or  the  Wedded  Life,  Death,  and  Marriage 
of  Sietenkaes.  Translated  by  Alex.  Ewing. 
*V.  S. 
The  only  complete  English  translation. 

ROSCOE'S  (W.)  Life  of  Leo  X^  with 
Notes,  Historical  Documents,  and  Disser- 
tation on  Lucretia  Borgia.  3  Portraits. 
2  vols. 

Lorenzo    de'  Medici,  called    'The 

Magnificent,'  with  Copyright  Notes, 
Poems,  Letters,  &c.  With  Memoir  of 
Roscoe  and  Portrait  of  Lorenzo. 

RUSSIA,     History    of,    from    the 

earliest  Period  to  the  Crimean  War.  By 
W.  K.  Kelly.     3  Portraits.     2  vols. 

SCHILLER'S  Works.    6  vols.    N.  S. 

Vol.  I.— Thirty  Years'  War— Revolt  in 
the  Netherlands.  Rev  A.  J.  W.  Morrison, 
M.A.     Portrait. 

Vol.  IL — Revolt  in  the  Netherlands,  c^w- 
//^/^^— Wallenstein.  By  J.  Churchill  and 
S.  T.  Coleridge.— William  Tell.  Sir  Theo- 
dore Martin.     Engraving  (after  Vandyck). 

Vol.  III.— Don  Carios.  R.  D.  Boylan 
—Mary  Stuart.  Mellish  — Maid  of  Or- 
leans. Anna  Swanwick — Bride  of  Mes- 
sina. A.  Lodge,  M.A.  Together  with  the 
Use  of  the  Chorus  in  Tragedy  (a  short 
Essay).     Engravings. 

These  Dramas  are  all  translated  in  metre. 

Vol.  IV. — Robbers — Fiesco — Love  and 
Intrigue — Demetrius — Ghost  Seer — Sport 
of  Divinity. 

The  Dramas  in  this  volume  are  in  prose. 

Vol.  v.— Poems.     E.  A.  Bowring,  C.B. 

Vol.  VI.— Essays,  ^Esthetical  and  Philo- 
sophical, including  the  Dissertation  on  the 
Connexion  between  the  Animal  and  Spiri- 
tual in  Man. 


BONN'S  LIBRARIES, 


SCHILLER  and  GOETHE.  Corre- 
spondence between,  from  a.d.  1794-1805. 
With  Short  Notes  by  L.  Dora  Schmitz. 
2  vols.     N.  S. 

SCHLEGEL'S  (T.)   Lectures   on  the 

Philosophy  of  Life  and  the  Philosophy  of 
Language.     By  A.  J.  W.  Morrison. 

The  History  of  Literature,  Ancient 

and  Modern. 

The  Philosophy  of  History.  With 

Memoir  and  Portrait. 

Modern  History,  with  the  Lectures 

entitled  Caesar  and  Alexander,  and  The 
Beginning  of  our  History.  By  L.  Purcel 
and  R.  H.  Whitelock. 

Esthetic    and    Miscellaneous 

Works,  containing  Letters  on  Christian 
Art,  Essay  on*  Gothic  Architecture,  Re- 
marks on  the  Romance  Poetry  of  the  Mid- 
dle Ages,  on  Shakspeare,  the  Limits  of  the 
Beautiful,  and  on  the  Language  and  Wis- 
dom of  the  Indians.     By  E.  J.  Millington. 

SCHLEGEL   (A.  W.)    Dramatic  Art 

and  Literature.  By  J.  Black.  With  Me- 
moir by  A.  J.  W.  Morrison.     Portrait. 

SCHUMANN  (Robert),  His  Life  and 

Works.  By  A.  Reissmann.  Trans,  by 
A.  L.  Alger.     N,  S. 

SHAKESPEARE'S    Dramatic   Art. 

The  History  and  Character  of  Shakspeare's 
Plays.  By  Dr.  H.  Ulrici.  Trans,  by  L. 
Dora  Schmitz.     2  vols.    N".  S. 

SHERIDAN'S  Dramatic  Works.  With 
Memoir.    Portrait  (after  Reynolds).    N.  S. 

SKEAT  (Rev.  W.  W.)-See  Chaucer. 

SISMONDI'S  History  of  the  Litera- 

ture  of  the  South  of  Europe.  With  Notes 
and  Memoir  by  T.  Roscoe.  Portraits  of 
Sismondi  and  Dante.     2  vols. 

The  specimens  of  early  French,  Italian, 
Spanish,  and  Portugese  Poetry,  in  English 
Verse,  by  Cary  and  others. 

SMITH'S    (Adam)    The    Wealth   of 

Nations.  An  Inquiry  into  the  Nature  and 
Causes  of.  Reprinted  from  the  Sixth 
Edition.  With  an  Introduction  by  Ernest 
Belfort  Bax.    2  vols.    N,  S. 


SMITH'S  (Adam)  Theory  of  Moral 

Sentiments  ;  with  Essay  on  the  First  For- 
mation of  Languages,  and  Critical  Memoir 
by  Dugald  Stewart. 

SMYTH'S   (Professor)  Lectures    on 

Modern  History  ;  from  the  Irruption  of  the 
Northern  Nations  to  the  close  of  the  Ameri-  j 
can  Revolution.    2  vols. 

— -  Lectures  on  the  French  Revolu- 
tion.   With  Index.    2  vols. 

SOUTHEY. — See    Cowper^     Wesley^    and 
{I llust'yated  Library)  Nelson. 

STURM'S    Morning    Communings 

with  God,  or  Devotional  Meditations  for 
Every  Day.  Trans,  by  W.  Johnstone,  M.A. 

SULLY.    Memoirs  of  the  Duke  of, 

Prime  Minister  to  Henry  the  Great.    With 
Notes  and  Historical  Introduction.    4  Por- 
traits.    4  vols. 
TAYLOR'S    (Bishop    Jeremy)    Holy 

Living  and  Dying,  with  Prayers,  contain- 
ing the  Whole  Duty  of  a  Christian  and  the , 
parts  of  Devotion  fitted  to  all  Occasions.* 
Portrait.     N.  S. 

THIERRY'S  Conquest  of  England  byi 

the  Normans  ;  its  Causes,  and  its  Conse- 
quences in  England  and  the  Continent. 
By  W.  Hazlitt.  With  short  Memoir.  2  Per-; 
traits.    2  vols,    N.  S. 


TROYE'S   (Jean   de). 

Comniines. 


-See  Philip  de 


ULRICI  {IiY.)—See  Shakespeare. 

VASARI.  Lives  of  the  most  Eminent 

Painters,  Sculptors,  and  Architects.  By 
Mrs.  J,  Foster,  with  selected  Notes.  Por-l 
trait.  6  vols..  Vol.  VI.  being  an  additional 
Volume  of  Notes  by  J.  P.  Richter.     N.  S. 

WERNER'S    Templars   in    Cyprus. 

Trans,  by  E.  A.  M.  Lewis.    N.  S. 

WESLEY,  the  Life  of,  and  the  Rise 

and  Progress  of  Methodism.  By  Robert 
Southey.     Portrait.    5^.     N.  S. 

WHEATLEY.  A  Rational  Illustra- 
tion of  the  Book  of  Common  Prayer,  being 
the  Substance  of  everything  Liturgical  in 
all  former  Ritualist  Commentators  upon  thi 
subject.     Frontispiece.     N.  S. 


HISTORICAL  AND  PHILOSOPHICAL  LIBRARIES. 


HISTORICAL    LIBRARY. 

22  Volufnes  at  ^s.  each.     (5Z.  \qs.  per  set.) 


EVELYN'S  Diary  and  Correspond- 

dence,  with  the  Private  Correspondence  of 
Charles  I.  and  Sir  Edward  Nicholas,  and 
between  Sir  Edward  Hyde  (Earl  of  Claren- 
don) and  Sir  Richard  Browne.  Edited  from 
the  Original  MSS.  by  W.  Bray,  F.A.S. 
4  vols.  N.  S.  45  Engravings  (after  Van- 
dyke, Lely,  Kneller,  and  Jamieson,  &c.). 

N.B. — This  edition  contains  130  letters 
from  Evelyn  and  his  wife,  contained  in  no 
other  edition. 

PEPYS'  Diary  and  Correspondence. 

With  Life  and  Notes,  by  Lord  Braybrooke. 
4  vols.  N.  S.  With  Appendix  containing 
additional  Letters,  an  Index,  and  31  En- 

f ravings    (after  Vandyke,    Sir    P.    Lely, 
[olbein,  Kneller,  &c.). 


JESSE'S   Memoirs   of  the  Court  of 

England  under  the  Stuarts,  including  the 
Protectorate.  3  vols.  With  Index  and  42 
Portraits  (after  Vandyke,  Lely,  &c.). 

Memoirs  of  the  Pretenders  and 

their  Adherents.    7  Portraits. 

NU GENT'S  (Lord)  Memorials  of 
Hampden,  his  Party  and  Times.  With 
Memoir.  12  Portraits  (after  Vandyke 
and  others).     N.  S. 

STRICKLAND'S  (Agnes)  Lives  of  the 
Queens  of  England  from  the  Norman 
Conquest.  From  authentic  Documents, 
public  and  private.  6  Portraits.  6  vols. 
N.S. 

Life  of  Mary  Queen   of  Scots. 

2  Portraits.     2  vols.     N.  S. 

Lives  of  the  Tudor  and  Stuart 

Princesses.    With  2  Portraits.      N.  S. 


PHILOSOPHICAL   LIBRARY. 

16  Vo/s.  at  5 J.  each^  excepting  those  marked  othenvise.     (3/.  \\s.  per  set^ 


BACON'S  Novum  Organum  and  Ad- 
vancement of  Learning.  With  Notes  by 
J.  Devey,  M.A. 

BAX.     A  Handbook  of  the  History 

of  Philosophy,  for  the  use  of  Students. 
B7  E.  Belfort  Bax,  Editor  of  Kant's 
*  Prolegomena.*  5^.  N.  S. 
COMTE'S  Philosophy  of  the  Sciences. 
An  Exposition  of  the  Principles  of  the 
Cours  de  Philosophie  Positive.  By  G.  H. 
Lewes,  Author  of  *  The  Life  of  Goethe.' 

DRAPER  (Dr.  J.  W.)    A  History  of 

the  Intellectual  Development  of  Europe. 
2  vols.     N.  S. 

HEGEL'S  Philosophy  of  History.    By 

J.  Sibree,  M.A. 

KANT'S    Critique   of  Pure  Reason. 

By  J.  M.  D.  Meiklejohn.     N.  S. 
Prolegomena  and  Metaphysical 

Foundations  of  Natural  Science,  with  Bio- 
graphy and  Memoir  by  E.  Belfort  Bax. 
Portrait.    N.  S, 


LOGIC,  or  the  Science  of  Inference. 

A  Popular  Manual.     By  J.  Devey. 

MILLER  (Professor).  History  Philo- 
sophically Illustrated,  from  the  Fall  of  the 
Roman  Empire  to  the  French  Revolution. 
With  Memoir.     4  vols.     35.  6d.  each. 

SPINOZA'S  Chief  Works.  Trans,  with 
Introduction  by  R.  H.  M.  Elwes.  2  vols. 
N.S. 

Vol.   I. — Tractatus  Theologico-Politicus 
— Political  Treatise. 

Vol.   II. —  Improvement  of  the  Under- 
standing— Ethics — Letters. 

TENNEMANN'S  Manual  of  the  His- 
tory of  Philosophy.  Trans,  by  Rev.  A. 
Johnson,  M.A. 


10 


BOHirS  LIBRARIES. 


THEOLOGICAL    LIBRARY. 

15  Vols,  at  5^.  each^  excepting  those  marked  otherwise.     (3/.  13J'.  ^d.  per  set.) 


BLEEK.     Introduction   to    the   Old 

Testament.  By  Friedrich  Bleek.  Trans, 
under  the  supervision  of  Rev.  E.  Venables, 
Residentiary  Canon  of  Lincoln,  2  vols. 
N.S. 

CHILLINGWORTH'S    Religion    of 

Protestants.     3^.  6d. 

EUSEBIUS.     Ecclesiastical  History 

of  Eusebius  Pamphilius,  Bishop  of  Caesarea. 
Trans,  by  Rev.  C.  F.  Cruse,  M.A.  With 
Notes,  Life,  and  Chronological  Tables. 

EVAGRIUS.    History  of  the  Church. 

— See  Theodoret. 

HARDWICK.  History  of  the  Articles 

of  Religion  ;  to  which  is  added  a  Series  of 
Documents  from  a.d.  1536  to  a.d.  1615. 
Ed.  by  Rev.  F.  Proctor.    N.  S. 

HENRY'S  (Matthew)  Exposition  of 

the  Book  of  Psalms.    Numerous  Woodcuts. 

PEARSON  (John,  D.D.)    Exposition 

of  the  Creed.  Edit,  by  E.  Walford,  M.A. 
With  Notes,  Analysis,  and  Indexes.    N.  S. 


PHILO-JUD^US,    Works    of.      The 

Contemporary  of  Josephus.  Trans,  by 
C.  D.  Yonge.     4  vols. 

PHILOSTORGIUS.    Ecclesiastical 

History  of. — See  Sozomen. 

SOCRATES'  Ecclesiastical  History, 

Comprising  a  History  of  the  Church  from 
Constantine,  a.d.  305,  to  the  38th  year  of 
Theodosius  IL  With  Short  Account  of 
the  Author,  and  selected  Notes. 

SOZ OMEN'S  Ecclesiastical  History. 

A.D.  324-440.  With  Notes,  Prefatory  Re- 
marks by  Valesius,  and  Short  Memoir. 
Together  with  the  Ecclesiastical  His- 
tory OF  Philostorgius,  as  epitomised  by 
Photius.  Trans,  by  Rev.  E.  Walford,  M.A. 
With  Notes  and  brief  Life. 

THEODORET  and  EVAGRIUS.  His- 
tories of  the  Church  from  a.d.  332  to  the 
Death  of  Theodore  of  Mopsuestia,  a.d. 
427  ;  and  from  a.d.  431  to  a.d.  544.  With 
Memoirs. 

WIESELER'S   (Karl)   Chronological 

Synopsis  of  the  Four  Gospels.  Trans,  by 
Rev.  Canon  Venables.    N.  S, 


ANTIQUARIAN    LIBRARY. 

35  Vols,  at  5^.  each,     (8/.  i^s.per  set,) 


ANGLO-SAXON   CHRONICLE.  —  See 

Bede. 
ASSER'S  Life  of  Alfred.— 6"^^  Six  O.  E. 

Chronicles. 
BEDE'S    (Venerable)    Ecclesiastical 

History  of  England.  Together  with  the 
Anglo-Saxon  Chronicle.  With  Notes, 
Short  Life,  Analysis,  and  Map.  Edit,  by 
J.  A.  Giles,  D.C.L. 

BOETHIUS'S  Consolation  of  Philo- 
sophy. King  Alfred's  Anglo-Saxon  Ver- 
sion of.  With  an  English  Translation  on 
opposite  pages.  Notes,  Introduction,  and 
Glossary,  by  Rev.  S.  Fox,  M.A.  To 
which  is  added  the  Anglo-Saxon  Version  of 
the  Metres  of  Boethius,  with  a  free 
Translation  by  Martin  F.  Tupper,  D.C.L. 

BRAND'S     Popular    Antiquities    of 

England,  Scotland,  and  Ireland.  Illus- 
trating the  Origin  of  our  Vulgar  and  Pro- 
vincial Customs,  Ceremonies,  and  Super- 
stitions. By  Sir  Henry  Ellis,  K. H. ,  F. R. S. 
Frontispiece.    3  vols. 


CHRONICLES    of  the    CRUSADES. 

Contemporary  Narratives  of  Richard  Cceur 
de  Lion,  by  Richard  of  Devizes  and  Geof- 
frey de  Vinsauf ;  and  of  the  Crusade  at 
Samt  Louis,  by  Lord  John  de  Joinville. 
With  Short  Notes.  Illuminated  Frontis- 
piece from  an  old  MS. 

DYER'S  (T.  F.  T.)    British  Popular 

Customs,  Present  and  Past.  An  Account 
of  the  various  Games  and  Customs  asso- 
ciated with  different  Days  of  the  Year  in 
the  British  Isles,  arranged  according  to  the 
Calendar.  By  the  Rev.  T.  F.  Thiselton 
Dyer,  M.A. 

EARLY  TRAVELS  IN  PALESTINE. 

Comprising  the  Narratives  of  Arculf, 
Willibald,  Bernard,  Saewulf,  Sigurd,  Ben- 
jamin of  Tudela,  Sir  John  Maundeville, 
De  la  Brocquiere,  and  Maundrell ;  all  un- 
abridged. With  Introduction  and  Notes 
by  Thomas  Wright.    Map  of  Jerusalem. 


ANTIQ  UARIAN  LIBRAE  Y, 


ELLIS  (G.)  Specimens  of  Early  En- 
glish Metrical  Romances,  relating:  to 
Arthur,  Merlin,  Guy  of  Warwick,  Richard 
Coeur  de  Lion,  Charlemagne,  Roland,  &c. 
&c.  With  Historical  Introduction  by  J.  O. 
Halliwell,  F.R.S.  Illuminated  Frontis- 
piece from  an  old  MS. 

ETHEL WERD=     Chronicle   of,  — See 

Six  O.  E.  Chronicles. 

FLORENCE     OF    WORCESTER'S 

Chronicle,  with  the  Two  Continuations  : 
comprising  Annals  of  English  History 
from  the  Departure  of  the  Romans  to  the 
Reign  of  Edward  I.  Trans.,  with  Notes, 
by  Thomas  Forester,  M.A. 

GEOFFREY    OF    MONMOUTH. 

Chronicle  of. — See  Six  O.  E.  Chronicles. 

GESTA  ROMANORUM,  or  Enter- 
taining Moral  Stories  invented  by  the 
Monks.  Trans,  with  Notes  by  the  Rev. 
Charles  Swan.    Edit,  by  W.  Hooper,  M.A. 

GU.DAS.    Chronicle  of.— .9^^  Six  O.  E. 

Chronicles. 

GIRALDUS  CAMBRENSIS'  Histori- 
cal Works.  Containing  Topography  of 
Ireland,  and  History  of  the  Conquest  of 
Ireland,  by  Th.  Forester,  M.A.  Itinerary 
through  Wales,  and  Description  of  Wales, 
by  Sir  R.  Colt  Hoare. 

HENRY  OF  HUNTINGDON'S  His- 
tory of  the  English,  from  the  Roman  In- 
vasion to  the  Accession  of  Henry  II.  ; 
with  the  Acts  of  King  Stephen,  and  the 
Letter  to  Walter.  By  T.  Forester,  M.A. 
Frontispiece  from  au  old  MS. 

INGULPH'S  Chronicles  of  the  Abbey 

of  Croyland,  with  the  Continuation  by 
Peter  of  Blois  and  others.  Trans,  with 
Notes  by  H.  T.  Riley,  B.A. 

KEIGHTLEY'S  (Thomas)  Fairy  My- 
thology, illustrative  of  the  Romance  and 
Superstition  of  Various  Countries.  Frontis- 
piece by  Cruikshank.    N.  S. 

LEPSIUS'S    Letters   from   Egypt, 

Ethiopia,  and  the  Peninsula  of  Sinai ;  to 
which  are  added.  Extracts  from  his 
Chronology  of  the  Egyptians,  with  refer- 
ence to  the  Exodus  of  the  Israelites.  By 
L.  and  J.  B.  Horner.  Maps  and  Coloured 
View  of  Mount  Barkal. 

MALLET'S  Northern  Antiquities,  or 

an  Historical^  Account  of  the  Manners, 
Customs,  Religions,  and  Literature  of  the 
Ancient  Scandinavians.  Trans,  by  Bishop 
Percy.  With  Translation  of  the  Prose 
Edda,  and  Notes  by  J.  A.  Blackwell. 
Also  an  Abstract  of  the  '  Eyrbyggia  Saga  ' 
by  Sir  Walter  Scott.  With  Glossary 
^nd  Coloured  Frontispiece. 


MARCO  POLO'S  Travels ;  with  Notes 
and   Introduction.      Edit,  by  T.   Wright. 

MATTHEW  PARIS'S  English  His- 
tory, from  1235  to  1273.  By  Rev.  J.  A. 
Giles,  D.C.L.  With  Frontispiece.  3  vols.— 
See  also  Roger  of  Wendover. 

MATTHEW    OF    WESTMINSTER'S 

Flowers  of  History,  especially  such  as  re- 
late to  the  affairs  of  Britain,  from  the  be- 
ginning of  the  World  to  a.d.  1307.  By 
C.  D.  Yonge.     2  vols. 

NENNIUS.      Chronicle   of.— ^^^   Six 

O.  E.  Chrofiicles. 

ORDERICUS  VITALIS'  Ecclesiastical 

History  of  England  and  Normandy.  With 
Notes,  Introduction  of  Guizot,  and  the 
Critical  Notice  of  M._  Delille,  by  T. 
Forester,  M.A.  To  which  is  added  the 
Chronicle  of  St.  Evroult.  With  Gene- 
ral and  Chronological  Indexes.     4  vols. 

PAULFS  (Dr.  R.)  Life  of  Alfred  the 

Great.  To  which  is  appended  Alfred's 
Anglo-Saxon  Version  of  Orosius.  With 
literal  Translation  interpaged.  Notes,  and 
an  Anglo-Saxon  Grammar  and  Glossary, 
by  B.  Thorpe,  Esq.    Frontispiece. 

RICHARD    OF    CIRENCESTER. 

Chronicle  of. — See  Six  O.  E.  Chronicles. 

ROGER  DE  HOVEDEN'S  Annals  of 

English  History,  comprising  the  History 
of  England  and  of  other  Countries  of  Eu- 
rope from  A.D.  732  to  A.D.  1201.  With 
Notes  by  H.  T.  Riley,  B.A.    2  vols. 

ROGER  OF  WENDOVER'S  Flowers 

of  History,  comprising  the  History  of 
England  from  the  Descent  of  the  Saxons  to 
A.D.  1235,  formerly  ascribed  to  Matthew 
Paris.  With  Notes  and  Index  by  J.  A. 
Giles,  D.C.L.    2  vols. 

SIX  OLD  ENGLISH  CHRONICLES  : 

viz.,  Asser's  Life  of  Alfred  and  the  Chroni- 
cles of  Ethelwerd,  Gildas,  Nennius,  Geof- 
frey of  Monmouth,  and  Richard  of  Ciren- 
cester. Edit.,  with  Notes,  by  J.  A.  Giles, 
D.C.L.     Portrait  of  Alfred. 

WILLIAM     OF     MALMESBURY'S 

Chronicle  of  the  Kings  of  England,  from 
the  Earliest  Period  to  King  Stephen.  By 
Rev.  J.  Sharpe.  With  Notes  by  J.  A. 
Giles,  D.C.L.     Frontispiece. 

YULE-TIDE  STORIES.  A  Collection 
of  Scandinavian  and  North-German  Popu- 
lar Tales  and  Traditions,  from  the  Swedish, 
Danish,  and  German.    Edit,  by  B.  Thorpe. 


BOHN'S  LIBRARIES. 


ILLUSTRATED    LIBRARY. 

2>6  Vols,  at  5^.  eachy  excepting  those  marked  otherwise.     (23/.  a^s.  per  set.) 


ALLEN'S   (Joseph,  R.N.)  Battles  of 

the  British  Navy.  Revised  edition,  with 
Indexes  of  Names  and  Events,  and  57  Por- 
traits and  Plans.     2  vols. 

ANDERSEN'S   Danish  Fairy  Tales. 

By  Caroline  Peachey.  With  Short  Life 
and  120  Wood  Engravings. 

ARIOSTO'S     Orlando     Furioso.     In 

English  Verse  by  W.  S.  Rose.  With  Notes 
and  Short  Memoir.  Portrait  after  Titian, 
and  24  Steel  Engravings.     2  vols. 

BECHSTEIN'S  Cage   and   Chamber 

Birds  :  their  Natural  History,  Habits,  &c. 
Together  with  Sweet's  British  War- 
blers.    43  Plates  and  Woodcuts.     N.  S. 

or  with  the  Plates  Coloured,  7^.  td. 

BONOMI'S  Nineveh  and  its  Palaces. 

The  Discoveries  of  Botta  and  Layard 
applied  to  the  Elucidation  of  Holy  Writ. 
7  Plates  and  294  Woodcuts.     N.  S. 

BUTLER'S  Hudibras,  with  Variorum 
Notes  and  Biography.  Portrait  and  28 
lUustrations. 

CATTERMOLE'S  Evenings  at  Had- 

don  Hall.  Romantic  Tales  of  the  Olden 
Times.  With  24  Steel  Engravings  after 
Cattermole. 

CHINA,  Pictorial,  Descriptive,  and 

Historical,  with  some  account  of  Ava  and 
the  Burmese,  Siam,  and  Anam.  Map,  and 
nearly  100  Illustrations. 

CRAIK'S  (G.  L.)  Pursuit  of  Know- 
ledge under  Difficulties.  Illustrated  by 
Anecdotes  and  Memoirs.  Numerous  Wood- 
cut Portraits.     N.  S. 

CRUIKSHANK'S  Three  Courses  and 

a  Dessert ;  comprising  three  Sets  of  Tales, 
West  Country,  Irish,  and  Legal  ;  and  a 
Melange.  With  50  Illustrations  by  Cruik- 
shank.     N.  S. 

Punch  and  Judy.    The  Dialogue  of 

the  Puppet  Show ;  an  Account  of  its  Origin, 
&c.  24  Illustrations  by  Cruikshank.   N,  S. 

• With  Coloured  Plates.     7^.  6d. 

DIDRON'S   Christian   Iconography; 

a  History  of  Christian  Art  in  the  Middle 
Ages.  By  the  late  A.  N.  Didron.  Trans, 
by  E.  J.  Millington,  and  completed,  with 
Additions  and  Appendices,  by  Margaret 
Stokes.  2  vols.  With  numerous  Illustrations. 

Vol.  I.  The  History  of  the  Nimbus,  the 
Aureole,  and  the  Glory ;  Representations 
of  the  Persons  of  the  Trinity. 

Vol.  II.  The  Trinity;  Angels;  Devils; 
The  Soul ;  The  Christian  Scheme,  Appen- 
dices. 


DANTE,  in  English  Verse,  by  I.  C.  Wright, 
M.A.  _  With  Introduction  and  Memoir. 
Portrait  and  34  Steel  Engravings  after 
Flaxman.     JV.  S. 

DYER  (Dr.  T.  H.)  Pompeii :  its  Build- 
ings and  Antiquities.  An  Account  of  the 
City,  with  full  Description  of  the  Remains 
and  Recent  Excavations,  and  an  Itinerary 
for  Visitors.  By  T.  H.  Dyer,  LL.D. 
Nearly  300  Wood  Engravings,  Map,  and 
Plan.     js.  6d.    N.  S. 

Rome :    History    of   the    City,   with 

Introduction  on  recent  Excavations.  8 
Engravings,  Frontispiece,  and  2  Maps. 

GIL    BLAS.     The   Adventures   of. 

From  the  French  of  Lesage  by  Smollett. 
24  Engravings  after  Smirke,  and  10  Etch- 
ings by  Cruikshank.     612  pages.     6^. 

GRIMM'S  Gammer  Grethel;  or,  Ger- 
man Fairy  Tales  and  Popular  Stories, 
containing  42  Fairy  Tales.  By  Edgar 
Taylor.  Numerous  Woodcuts  after  Cruik- 
shank and  Ludwig  Grimm.     3^.  6d, 

HOLBEIN'S    Dance    of    Death   and 

I        Bible  Cuts.     Upwards  of  150  Subjects,  en - 
i        graved  in  facsimile,  with  Introduction  and 

Descriptions  by  the  late   Francis   Douce 

and  Dr.  Dibdin.     7^.  6d. 

HOWITT'S  (Mary)  Pictorial  Calen- 

dar  of  the  Seasons  ;  embodying  Ai kin's 
Calendar  of  Nature.  Upwards  of  100 
Woodcuts. 

INDIA,  Pictorial,  Descriptive,  and 

Historical,  from  the  Earliest  Times.  100 
Engravings  on  Wood  and  Map. 

JESSE'S  Anecdotes  of  Dogs.  With 
40  Woodcuts  after  Harvey,  Bewick,  and 
others.     N.  S. 

With  34  additional  Steel    Engravings 

after  Cooper,  Landseer,  &c.   7s.  6d.   N.  S. 

KING'S  (C.  W.)    Natural  History  of 

Gems    or    Decorative    Stones.       Illustra- 
tions,    6s. 
Natural    History    of    Precious 

Stones  and  Metals.     Illustrations.     6s. 

KITTO'S  Scripture  Lands.  Described 
in  a  series  of  Historical,  Geographical,  and 
Topographical  Sketches.     42  Maps. 

With  the  Maps  coloured,  7^.  6d. 

KRUMMACHER'S  Parables.  40  Illus- 
trations. 

LINDSAY'S  (Lord)  Letters  on  Egypt, 

Edom,  and  the  Holy  Land.  36  Wood 
Engravings  and  2  Maps. 


ILLUSTRA TED  LIBRAE  V. 
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LODGE'S     Portraits    of   Illustrious 

Personages  of  Great  Britain,  with  Bio- 
graphical and  Historical  Memoirs.  240 
Portraits  engraved  on  Steel,  with  the 
respective  Bi®graphies  unabridged.  Com- 
plete in  8  vols. 

LONGFELLOW'S    Poetical    Works, 

including  his  Translations  and  Notes.  24 
full-page  Woodcuts  by  Birket  Foster  and 
others,  and  a  Portrait.     N.  S. 

Without  the  Illustrations,  3^.  td.   N.  S. 

Prose  Works.      With  16   full-page 

Woodcuts  by  Birket  Foster  and  others. 

LOUDON'S  (Mrs.)  Entertaining  Na- 
turalist. Popular  Descriptions,  Tales,  and 
Anecdotes,  of  more  than  500  Animals. 
Numerous  Woodcuts.    N.  S. 

MARRYAT'S  (Capt.,  R.N.)  Master- 
man  Ready  ;  or,  the  Wreck  of  the  Pacific, 
(Written  for  Young  People.)  With  93 
Woodcuts.     3 J.  dd.    N.  S. 

Mission;    or,  Scenes  in  Africa. 

(Written  for  Young  People.)  Illustrated 
by  Gilbert  and  Dalziel.     3s.  td.    N.  S. 

Pirate  and  Three  Cutters.  (Writ- 
ten for  Young  People.)  With  a  Memoir. 
8  Steel  Engravings  after  Clarkson  Stan- 
field,  R.A.     3J.  td.     N.  S. 

Privateersman.    Adventures  by  Sea 

and  Land  One  Hundred  Years  Ago. 
(Written  for  Young  People.)  8  Steel  En- 
gravings.    3^.  6d.     N.  S. 

Settlers  in  Canada.    (Written  for 

Young  People.)  10  Engravings  by  Gilbert 
and  Dalziel.     3^.  6d.    N,  S. 

Poor     Jack.      (Written    for    Young 

People.)  With  16  Illustrations  after  Clark- 
son  Stanfield,  R.A.     3^.  6d.     N,  S. 

MAXWELL'S  Victories  of  Welling- 
ton and  the  British  Armies.  Frontispiece 
and  4  Portraits. 

MICHAEL  ANGELO  and  RAPHAEL, 

Their  Lives  and  Works.  By  Duppa  and 
Quatremere  de  Quincy.  Portraits  and 
Engravings,  including  the  Last  Judgment, 
and  Cartoons.     N.  S. 

MILLER'S  History  of  the  Anglo- 
Saxons,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the 
Norman  Conquest.  Portrait  of  Alfred,  Map 
of  Saxon  Britain,  and  12  Steel  Engravings. 

MILTON'S  Poetical  Works,  with  a 
Memoir  and  Notes  by  J.  Montgomery,  an 
Index  to  Paradise  Lost,  Todd's  Verbal 
Index  to  all  the  Poems,  and  Notes.  120 
Wood  Engravings.     2  vols.     N.  S. 

MUDIE'S  History  of  British  Birds. 

Revised  by  W.  C.  L.  Martin.  52  Figures  of 
Birds  and  7  Plates  of  Eggs.     2  vols.     N.S. 

—  With  the  Plates  coloured,  7^.  6d»  per  vol. 


NAVAL    and   MILITARY    HEROES 

of  Great  Britain  ;  a  Record  of  British 
Valour  on  every  Day  in  the  year,  from 
William  the  Conqueror  to  the  Battle  of 
Inkermann.  By  Major  Johns,  R.M.,  and 
Lieut.  P.  H.  Nicolas,  R.M.  Indexes.  24 
Portraits  after  Holbein,  Reynolds,  &c.   6^. 

NICpLINI'S  History  of  the  Jesuits  : 

their  Origin,  Progress,  Doctrines,  and  De- 
signs.    8  Portraits. 

PETRARCH'S    Sonnets,    Triumphs, 

and  other  Poems,  in  English  Verse.  With 
Life  by  Thomas  Campbell.  Portrait  and 
15  Steel  Engravings. 

PICKERING'S  History  of  the  Races 

of  Man,  and  their  Geographical  Distribu- 
tion ;  with  An  Analytical  Synopsis  of 
THE  Natural  History  of  Man.  By  Dr. 
Hall.     Map  of  the  World  and  12  Plates. 

With  the  Plates  coloured,  js.  6d. 

PICTORIAL     HANDBOOK     OF 

Modern  (reography  on  a  Popular  Plan. 
Compiled  from  the  best  Authorities,  English 
and  Foreign,  by  H.  G.  Bohn.  150  Wood- 
cuts and  51  Maps.     6s. 

With  the  Maps  coloured,  7.y.  6d. 

Without  the  Maps,  3^.  6d. 

POPE'S  Poetical  Works,  including 
Translations.  Edit.,  with  Notes,  by  R. 
Carruthers.     2  vols. 

Homer's    Iliad,    with    Introduction 

and  Notes  by  Rev.  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A. 
With  Flaxman's  Designs.     N.  S. 

Homer's  Odyssey,  with  the  Battle 

of  Frogs  and  Mice,  Hymns,  &c.,  by 
other  translators,  including  Chapman.  In- 
troduction and  Notes  by  J.  S.  Watson, 
M.A.     With  Flaxman's  Designs.    N.  S. 

Life,   including  many  of  his   Letters. 

By  R.  Carruthers.  Numerous  Illustrations. 

POTTERY    AND    PORCELAIN,    and 

other  objects  of  Vertu.  Comprising  an 
Illustrated  Catalogue  of  the  Bernal  Col- 
lection, with  the  prices  and  names  of  the 
Possessors.  Also  an  Introductory  Lecture 
on  Pottery  and  Porcelain,  and  an  Engraved 
List  of  all  Marks  and  Monograms.  By 
H.  G.  Bohn.     Numerous  Woodcuts. 

With  coloured  Illustrations,  los.  6d. 

PROUT'S  (Father)  Reliques.  Edited 
by  Rev.  F.  Mahony.  Copyright  edition, 
with  the  Author's  last  corrections  and 
additions.  21  Etchings  by  D.  Maclise, 
R.A.     Nearly  600  pages.     5^.     N.  S. 

RECREATIONS  IN  SHOOTING.  With 
some  Account  of  the  Game  found  in  the 
British  Isles,  and  Directions  for  the  Manage- 
ment of  Dog  and  Gun.  By  '  Craven.'  62 
Woodcuts  and  9  Steel  Engravings  after 
A.  Cooper,  R.A. 
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REDDING'S  History  and  Descrip- 
tions of  Wines,  Ancient  and  Modern.  20 
Woodcuts. 

RENNIE.  Insect  Architecture.  Re- 
vised by  Rev.  J.  G.  Wood,  M.A.  186 
Woodcuts.     N,  S. 

ROBINSON  CRUSOE.  With  Memoir  of 
Defoe,  12  Steel  Engravings  and  74  Wood- 
cuts after  Stothard  and  Harvey. 

Without  the  Engravings,  v-  6<^« 

ROME  IN  THE  NINETEENTH  CEN- 

tury.  An  Account  in  1817  of  the  Ruins  cf 
the  Ancient  City,  and  Monuments  of  Modern 
Times.  By  C.  A.  Eaton.  34  Steel  En- 
gravings. 2  vols. 
SHARPE  (S.)  The  History  of  Egypt, 
from  the  Earliest  Times  till  the  Conquest 
by  the  Arabs,  a.d.  640.  2  Maps  and  up- 
wards of  400  Woodcuts.    2  vols.    N.  S. 

SOUTHEY'S  Life  of  Nelson.  With 
Additional  Notes,  Facsimiles  of  Nelson's 
Writing,  Portraits,  Plans,  and  50  Engrav- 
ings, after  Birket  Foster,  &c.     N.  S. 

STARLING'S  (Miss)  Noble  Deeds  of 

Women;  or,  Examplesof  Female  Courage, 
Fortitude,  and  Virtue.  With  14  Steel  Por- 
traits.    N.  S. 

STUART  and  REVETT'S  Antiquities 
of  Athens,  and  other  Monuments  of  Greece  ; 
with  Glossary  of  Terms  used  in  Grecian 
Architecture.  71  Steel  Plates  and  numerous 
Woodcuts. 

SWEET'S  British  Warblers.  5^.— 6"^^ 
Bechstein. 

TALES  OF  THE  GENII;  or,  the 
Delightful  Lessons  of  Horam,  the  Son  of 
Asmar.  Trans,  by  Sir  C.  Morrell.  Numer- 
ous Woodcuts. 

TASSO'S  Jerusalem  Delivered.  In 
English  Spenserian  Verse,  with  Life,  by 
J.  H.  Wiffen.  With  8  Engravings  and  24 
Woodcuts.    N.  S. 


WALKER'S  Manly  Exercises;  con- 
taining Skating,  Riding,  Driving,  Hunting, 
Shooting,  Sailing,  Rowing,  Swimming,  &c. 
44  Engravings  and  numerous  Woodcuts. 

WALTON'S  Complete  Angler,  or  the 

Contemplative  Man's  Recreation,  by  Izaak 
Walton  and  Charles  Cotton.  With  Me- 
moirs and  Notes  by  E.  Jesse,  Also  an 
Account  of  Fishing  Stations,  Tackle,  &c., 
by  H.  G.  Bohn.  Portrait  and  203  Wood- 
cuts.   N.  S. 

With  26  additional  Engravings  on  Steel, 

7^.  td. 

Lives  of  Donne,  Wotton,  Hooker, 

&c.,  with  Notes.  A  New  Edition,  re- 
vised by  A.  H.  Bullen,  with  a  Memoir 
of  Izaak  Walton  by  William  Dowling.  6 
Portraits,  6  Autograph  Sis[natures,  &c. 
N.S. 

WELLINGTON,  Life  of.  From  the 
Materials  of  Maxwell.  18  Steel  En- 
gravings. 

Victories  of.— ^^^  Maxwell. 

WESTROPP  (H.  M.)  A  Handbook  of 

Archaeology,  Egyptian,  Greek,  Etruscan, 
Roman.  _  By  H.  M.  Westropp.  Numerous 
Illustrations.     7^.  (id.     N.  S. 

WHITE'S   Natural   History  of  Sel- 

borne,  with  Observations  on  various  Parts 
of  Nature,  and  the  Naturalists'  Calendar. 
Sir  W.  Jardine.  Edit.,  with  Notes  and 
Memoir,  by  E.  Jesse.    40  Portraits.    N.  S. 

With  the  Plates  coloured,  7^.  dd.  N.  S. 

YOUNG    LADY'S    BOOK,    The.     A 

Manualof  Recreations,  Arts,  Sciences,  and 
Accomplishments.  1200  Woodcut  Illustra- 
tions.    7^.  6d. 

cloth  gilt,  gilt  edges,  gs. 


CLASSICAL   LIBRARY. 

Translations  from  the  Greek  and  Latin. 
100  Vols,  at  5^.  each^  excepting  those  marked  othe7"wise,     (24/.  I0>r.  6d.  per  set.) 

ANTONINUS     (M.     Aurelius),     The 

Thoughts  of.  Translated  literally,  with 
Notes,  Biographical  Sketch,  and  Essay  on 
the  Philosophy,  by  George  Long,  M.A. 
3^.  6d.    N.  S. 


JESCHYLUS,    The    Dramas    of.     In 

English  Verse  by  Anna  Swanwick.     4th 
edition.     N.  S. 

The  Tragedies  of.    In  Prose,  with 

Notes  and  Introduction,  by  T.  A.  Buckley, 
B.A.     Portrait.     3^.  6d. 

AMMIANUS  MARCELLINUS.  His- 
tory of  Rome  during  the  Reigns  of  Con- 
stantius,  Julian,  Jovianus,Valentinian,  and 
Valens,  by  C.  D.  Yonge,  B.A.  Double 
volume.    7*.  ^d. 


APULEIUS,  The  Works  of.  Com- 
prising the  Golden  Ass,  God  of  Socrates, 
Florida,  and  Discourse  of  Magic.  With 
a  Metrical  Version  of  Cupid  and  Psyche, 
and  Mrs.  Tighe's  Psyche.  Frontis- 
piece. 


CLASSICAL  LIBRARY. 
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ARISTOPHANES'  Comedies.    Trans., 

with  Notes  and  Extracts  from  Frere's  and 
other  Metrical  Versions,  by  W.  J.  Hickie. 
Portrait.     2  vols. 

ARISTOTLE'S  Nicomachean  Ethics. 

Trans.,  with  Notes,  Analytical  Introduc- 
tion, and  Questions  for  Students,  by  Ven. 
Archdn.  Browne. 
• —  Politics  and  Economics.  Trans., 
with  Notes,  Analyses,  and  Index,  by  E. 
Walford,  M.A.,  and  an  Essay  and  Life  by 
Dr.  Gillies. 

-  Metaphysics.  Trans.,  with  Notes, 
Analysis,  and  Examination  Questions,  by 
Rev.  John  H.  M'Mahon,  M.A. 

History  of  Animals.  In  Ten  Books. 

Trans.,  with  Notes  and  Index,  by  R. 
Cresswell,  M.A. 

Organon ;  or,  Logical  Treatises,  and 

the  Introduction  of  Porphyry.  With  Notes, 
Analysis,  and  Introduction,  by  Rev.  O. 
F.  Owen,  M.A.     2  vols.     3^.  td.  each. 

-  Rhetoric  and  Poetics.  Trans.,  with 
Hobbes'  Analysis,  Exam.  Questions,  and 
Notes,  by  T.  Buckley,  B.A.     Portrait. 

ATHENiEUS.    The   Deipnosophists ; 

or,  the  Banquet  of  the  Learned.  By  C.  D. 
Yonge,  B.A.  With  an  Appendix  of  Poeti- 
cal Fragments.     3  vols. 

ATLAS   of  Classical  Oeogrraphy.    22 

large  Coloured  Maps.  With  a  complete 
Index.     Imp.  8vo.    7^.  td. 

BION.— 5'^<'  Theocritus. 

CiESAR.      Commentaries    on    the 

Gallic  and  Civil  Wars,  with  the  Supple- 
mentary Books  attributed  to  Hirtius,  in- 
cluding the  complete  Alexandrian,  African, 
and  Spanish  Wars.  Trans,  with  Notes. 
Portrait. 

CATULLUS,  Tibtdlns,  and  the  Vigil 

of  Venus.  Trans,  with  Notes  and  Bio- 
graphical Introduction.  To  which  are 
added.  Metrical  Versions  by  Lamb, 
Grainger,  and  others.     Frontispiece. 

CICERO'S  Orations.  Trans,  by  C.  D. 
Yonge,  B.A.    4  vols. 

On  Oratory  and  Orators.    With 

Letters  to  Quintus  and  Brutus.  Trans., 
with  Notes,  by  Rev.  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A. 

On  the  Nature  of  the  Gods,  Divi- 
nation, Fate,  Laws,  a  Republic,  Consul- 
ship. Trans.,  with  Notes,  by  C.  D.  Yonge, 
B.A. 

^—  Academics,  De  Finibus,  and  Tuscu- 
lan  Questions.  By  C.  D.  Yonge,  B.A. 
With  Sketch  of  the  Greek  Philosophers 
mentioned  by  Cicero. 


CICERO'S  Orations.— C^«/?/««^^. 

Offices;    or,    Moral    Duties.      Cato 

Major,  an  Essay  on  Old  Age ;  Laelius,  an 
Essay  on  Friendship ;  Scipio's  Dream ; 
Paradoxes  ;  Letter  to  Quintus  on  Magis- 
trates. Trans.,  with  Notes,  by  C.  R.  Ed- 
monds.    Portrait.     3^.  td. 

DEMOSTHENES'    Orations.     Trans., 

with  Notes,  Arguments,  a  Chronological 
Abstract,  and  Appendices,  by  C.  Rann 
Kennedy.     5  vols. 

DICTIONARY  of  LATIN  and  GREEK 

Quotations  ;  including  Proverbs,  Maxims, 
Mottoes,  Law  Terms  and  Phrases.  With 
the  Quantities  marked,  and  English  Trans- 
lations. 

With  Index  Verborum  (622  pages),    ts, 

Index  Verborum  to  the  above,  with  the 

Qua7itities  and  Accents  marked  (56  pages), 
limp  cloth.     \s. 

DIOGENES   LAERTIUS.    Lives  and 

Opinions  of  the  Ancient  Philosophers. 
Trans.,  with  Notes,  by  C.  D.  Yonge,  B.A. 

EPICTETUS.      The    Discourses    of. 

With  the  Encheiridion  and  Fragments. 
With  Notes,  Life,  and  View  of  his  Philo- 
sophy, by  George  Long,  M.A.     N.  S. 

EURIPIDES.  Trans.,  with  Notes  and  In- 
troduction, by  T.  A.  Buckley,  B.A.  Por- 
trait.    2  vols. 

GREEK  ANTHOLOGY.  In  English 
Prose  by  G.  Burges,  M.A.  With  Metrical 
Versions  by  Bland,  Merivale,  Lord  Den- 
man,  &c. 

GREEK  ROMANCES  of  Heliodorus, 

Longus,  and  Achilles  Tatius ;  viz..  The 
Adventures  of  Theagenes  and  Chariclea ; 
Amours  of  Daphnis  and  Chloe  ;  and  Loves 
of  Clitopho  and  Leucippe.  Trans.,  with 
Notes,  by  Rev.  R.  Smith,  M.A. 

HERODOTUS.  Literally  trans,  by  Rev. 
Henry  Gary,  M.A.     Portrait. 

HESIOp,    CALLIMACHUS,    and 

Theognis.  In  Prose,  with  Notes  and 
Biographical  Notices  by  Rev.  J.  Banks, 
M.A.  Together  with  the  Metrical  Ver- 
sions of  Hesiod,  by  Elton  ;  Callimachus, 
by  Tytler ;  and  Theognis,  by  Frere. 

HOMER'S  Iliad.  In  English  Prose,  with 
Notes  by  T.  A.  Buckley,  B.A.     Portrait. 

Odyssey,     Hymns,     Epigrams,    and 

Battle  of  the  Frogs  and  Mice.  In  English 
Prose,  with  Notes  and  Memoir  by  T.  A, 
Buckley,  B.A. 

HORACE.  In  Prose  by  Smart,  with  Notes 
selected  by  T.  A.  Buckley,  B.A.  Por- 
trait.    3^.  6d. 

JULIAN    THE    EMPEROR.     By  the 

Rev.  C.  W.  King,  M.A. 
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JUSTIN,   CORNELIUS  NEPOS,  and 

Eutropius.  Trans.,  with  Notes,  by  Rev. 
J.  S.  Watson,  M.A. 

JUVENAL,      PERSIUS,     SULPICIA, 

and  Lucilius.  In  Prose,  with  Notes, 
Chronological  Tables,  Arguments,  by  L. 
Evans,  M.A.  To  which  is  added  the  Me- 
trical Version  of  Juvenal  and  Persius  by 
Gifford.     Frontispiece. 

LIVY.  The  History  of  Rome.  Trans, 
by  Dr.  Spillan  and  others.  4  vols.  Por- 
trait. 

LUCAN'S  Pharsalia.  In  Prose,  with 
Notes  by  H.  T.  Riley. 

LUCIAN'S   Dialogues  of  the  Gods, 

of  the  Sea  Gods,  and  of  the  Dead.  Trans, 
by  Howard  Williams,  M.A. 

LUCRETIUS.  In  Prose,  with  Notes  and 
Biographical  Introduction  by  Rev.  J.  S. 
Watson,  M.A.  To  which  is  added  the 
Metrical  Version  by  J.  M.  Good. 

MARTIAL'S  Epigrams,  complete.  In 
Prose,  with  Verse  Translations  selected 
from  English  Poets,  and  other  sources. 
Dble.  vol.  (670  pages).    7^.  6^. 

MOSCHUS.— 6"^^  Theocritus. 

OVID'S  Works,  complete.  In  Prose, 
with  Notes  and  Introduction.    3  vols. 

PAUSANIAS'  Description  of  Greece. 

Translated  into  English,  with  Notes  and 
Index.  By  Arthur  Richard  Shilleto,  M.  A., 
sometime  Scholar  of  Trinity  College,  Cam- 
bridge.    2  vols. 

PHALARIS.    Bentley's  Dissertations 

upon  the  Epistles  of  Phalaris,  Themisto- 
cles,  Socrates,  Euripides,  and  the  Fables 
of  JEsop.  With  Introduction  and  Notes 
by  Prof.  W.  Wagner,  Ph.D. 

PINDAR.  In  Prose,  with  Introduction 
and  Notes  by  Dawson  W.  Turner.  To- 
gether with  the  Metrical  Version  by  Abra- 
ham Moore.     Portrait. 

PLATO'S  Works.  Trans.,  with  Intro- 
duction and  Notes.     6  vols. 

Dialogues.    A  Summary  and  Analysis 

of.  With  Analytical  Index  to  the  Greek 
text  of  modern  editions  and  to  the  above 
translations,  by  A.  Day,  LL.D. 

PLAUTUS'S  Comedies.  In  Prose,  with 
Notes  and  Index  by  H.  T.  Riley,  B.A. 
2  vols. 

PLINY'S  Natural  History.  Trans., 
with  Notes,  by  J.  Bostock,  M.D.,  F.R.S., 
and  H.  T.  Riley,  B.A.    6  vols. 


PLINY.     The   Letters   of  Pliny  the 

Younger.     Melmoth's  Translation,  revised, 

with  Notes  and  short  Life,  by  Rev.  F.  C. 

T.  Bosanquet,  M.A. 
PLUTARCH'S    Morals.      Theosophical 

Essays.  Trans,  by  C.  W.  King,  M.A.  N.  S. 
Lives.    See  page  7. 

PROPERTIUS,  The  Elegies  of.  With 
Notes,  Literally  translated  by  the  Rev.  P. 
J.  F.  Gantillon,  M.A.,  with  metrical  ver- 
sions of  Select  Elegies  by  Nott  and  Elton. 
3^.  td. 

QUINTILIAN'S  Institutes  of  Oratory. 
Trans.,  with  Notes  and  Biographical 
Notice,  by  Rev.  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A. 
2  vols. 

SALLUST,  FLORUS,  and  VELLEIUS 
Paterculus.  Trans.,  with  Notes  and  Bio- 
graphical Notices,  by  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A. 

SENECA  DE  BENEFICIIS.  Newly 
translated     by    Aubrey     Stewart,     M.A. 

3^.  dd.    N.  S. 
SENECA'S  Minor  Works.    Translated 
by  A.  Stewart,  M.A.  [In  the  press. 

SOPHOCLES.    The  Tragedies  of.    In 

Prose,  with  Notes,  Arguments,  and  Intro- 
duction. Portrait. 
STRABO'S  Geography.  Trans.,  with 
Notes,  by  W.  Falconer,  M.A.,  and  H.  C. 
Hamilton.  Copious  Index,  giving  Ancient 
and  Modern  Names.     3  vols. 

SUETONIUS'   Lives   of  the   Twelve 

Caesars  and  Lives  of  the  Grammarians. 
The  Translation  of  Thomson,  revised,  with 
Notes,  by  T.  Forester. 

TACITUS.  The  Works  of.  Trans., 
with  Notes.     2  vols. 

TERENCE  and  PH^DRUS.  In  Eng- 
lish Prose,  with  Notes  and  Arguments,  by 
H.  T.  Riley,  B.A.  To  which  is  added 
Smart's  Metrical  Version  of  Phaedrus. 
With  Frontispiece. 

THEOCRITUS,     BION,     MOSCHUS, 

and  Tyrtseus.  In  Prose,  with  Notes  and 
Arguments,  by  Rev.  J.  Banks,  M.A.  To 
which  are  appended  the  Metrical  Ver- 
sions of  Chapman.    Portrait  of  Theocritus. 

THUCYDIDES.    The  Peloponnesian 

War.      Trans.,   with  Notes,  by   Rev.  H. 

Dale.     Portrait.     2  vols.     3^.  td.  each. 
TYRT^US.— 6"^^  Theocritus. 
VIRGIL.     The  Works  of.     In  Prose, 

with  Notes  by  Davidson.  Revised,  with 
additional  Notes  and  Biographical  Notice, 
by  T.  A.  Buckley,  B.A.     Portrait.     3^.  dd. 

XENOPHON'S  Works.  Trans.,  with 
Notes,  by  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A.,  and  others. 
Portrait.     In  3  vols. 


COLLEGIATE  SERIES  AND  SCIENTIFIC  LIBRARY, 
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10  Vols,  at  5 J.  each,     (2I.  los.  per  set.) 


DANTE.  The  Inferno.  Prose  Trans., 
with  the  Text  of  the  Original  on  the  same 
page,  and  Explanatory  Notes,  by  John 
A.  Carlyle,  M.D.     Portrait.     N.  S. 

The  Purgatorio.    Prose  Trans.,  with 

the  Original  on  the  same  page,  and  Ex- 
planatory Notes,  by  W.  S.  Dugdale.   N.  S. 

NEW  TESTAMENT  (The)  in  Greek. 

Griesbach's  Text,  with  the  Readings  of 
Mill  and  Scholz  at  the  foot  of  the  page,  and 
Parallel  References  in  the  margin.  Also  a 
Critical  Introduction  and  Chronological 
Tables.  Two  Fac-similes  of  Greek  Manu- 
scripts.   650  pages.     3^.  6d. 

or  bound  up  with  a  Greek  and  English 

Lexicon  to  the  New  Testament  (250  pages 
additional,  making  in  all  900^.     5J. 

The   Lexicon    may  be  had  separately, 
price  2S. 

DOBREE'S  Adversaria.  (Notes  on  the 
Greek  and  Latin  Classics.)  Edited  by  the 
late  Prof.  Wagner.    2  vols. 


DONALDSON  (Dr.)    The  Theatre  of 

the  Greeks.  With  Supplementary  Treatise 
on  the  Language,  Metres,  and  Prosody  of 
the  Greek  Dramatists.  Numerous  Illus- 
trations and  3  Plans.  By  J.  W.  Donald- 
son, D.D.     N.S. 

KEIGHTLEY'S  (Thomas)  Mythology 

of  Ancient  Greece  and  Italy.  Revised  by 
Leonhard  Schmitz,  Ph.D.,  LL.D.  12 
Plates.    N.  S. 

HERODOTUS,   Notes   on.     Original 

and  Selected  from  the  best  Commentators. 
By  D.  W.  Turner,  M.A.     Coloured  Map. 

Analysis  and  Summary  of,  with 

a  Synchronistical  Table  of  Events — Tables 
of  Weights,  Measures,  Money,  and  Dis- 
tances—  an  Outline  of  the  History  and 
Geography — and  the  Dates  completed  from 
Gaisford,  Baehr,  &c.     By  J.  T.  Wheeler. 

THUCYDIDES.     An    Analysis    and 

Summary  of.  With  Chronological  Table 
of  Events,  &c.,  by  J.  T.  Wheeler. 


SCIENTIFIC   LIBRARY. 

56  Vols,  at  5^.  each^  excepting  those  marked  otherwise,     (14/.  lOj-.  (id.  per  set.) 


AGASSIZ    and    (K)ULD.    Outline  of 

Comparative  Physiology  touching  the 
Structure  and  Development  of  the  Races 
of  Animals  living  and  extinct.  For  Schools 
and  Colleges.  Enlarged  by  Dr.  Wright. 
With  Index  and  300  Illustrative  Woodcuts. 

BOL LEY'S    Manual    of   Technical 

Analysis ;  a  Guide  for  the  Testing  and 
Valuation  of  the  various  Natural  and 
Artificial  Substances  employed  in  the  Arts 
and  Domestic  Economy,  founded  on  the 
work  of  Dr.  BoUey.  Edit,  by  Dr.  Paul. 
100  Woodcuts. 

BRIDGEWATER  TREATISES. 

— ^  Bell  (Sir  Charles)  on  the  Hand ; 

its_  Mechanism  and  Vital  Endowments,  as 
evincing  Design.  Preceded  by  an  Account 
of  the  Author's  Discoveries  in  the  Nervous 
System  by  A.  Shaw.    Numerous  Woodcuts. 

Kirby  on   the  History,  Habits, 

and  Instincts  of  Animals.  With  Notes  by 
T.  Rymer  Jones.     100  Woodcuts.     2  vols. 

Whewell's    Astronomy    and 

General  Physics,  considered  with  reference 
to  Natural  Theology.  Portrait  of  the  Earl 
of  Bridgewater.    35-.  6^. 


BRIDGEWATER    TREATISES.— 

Continued. 
—  Chalmers  on  the  Adaptation  of 

External  Nature  to  the  Moral  and  Intel- 
lectual Constitution  of  Man.  With  Memoir 
by  Rev.  Dr.  Gumming.     Portrait. 

Front's  Treatise  on  Chemistry, 

Meteorology,  and  the  Function  of  Diges- 
tion, with  reference  to  Natural  Theology. 
Edit,  by  Dr.  J.  W.  Griffith.     2  Maps. 

Buckland's  Geology  and  Miner- 
alogy. With  Additions  by  Prof.  Owen, 
Prof.  Phillips,  and  R.  Brown.  Memoir  of 
Buckland.  Portrait.  2  vols.  15^.  Vol.  1. 
Text.  Vol.  II.  90  large  plates  with  letter- 
press. 

Roget's  Animal  and  Vegetable 

Physiology.  463  Woodcuts.  2  vols,  ts, 
each. 

Kidd  on  the  Adaptation  of  Ex- 
ternal Nature  to  the  Physical  Condition  of 
Man.     3^.  ^d. 

CARPENTER'S  (Dr.  W.  B.)  Zoology. 
A  Systematic  View  of  the  Structure,  Ha- 
bits, Instincts,  and  Uses  of  the  principal 
Families  of  the  Animal  Kingdom,  and  of 
the  chief  Forms  of  Fossil  Remains.  Re- 
vised by  W.  S.  Dallas,  F.L.S.  Numerous 
Woodcuts.    2  vols.    6f.  each. 
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CARPENTER'S  "Works.— C^/f/««^^. 

Mechanical  Philosophy,  Astro- 
nomy, and  Horology.  A  Popular  Expo- 
sition.    i8i  Woodcuts. 

Vegetable  Physiology  and  Sys- 
tematic Botany.  A  complete  Introduction 
to  the  Knowledge  of  Plants.  Revised  by 
E.  Lankester,  M.D.,  &c.  Numerous 
Woodcuts.     6^. 

—  Animal  Physiology,  Revised  Edi- 
tion.    300  Woodcuts.     6s. 

CHEVREUL  on  Colour.  Containing 
the  Principles  of  Harmony  and  Contrast 
of  Colours,  and  their  Application  to  the 
Arts  ;  including  Painting,^  Decoration, 
Tapestries,  Carpets,  Mosaics,  Glazing, 
Staining,  Calico  Printing,  Letterpress 
Printing,  Map  Colouring,  Dress,  Land- 
scape and  Flower  Gardening,  &c.  Trans, 
by  C.  Martel.     Several  Plates. 

With  an  additional  series  of  16  Plates 

in  Colours,  7^.  6d. 

ENNEMOSER'S    History   of  Magic. 

Trans,  by  W.  Howitt.  With  an  Appendix 
of  the  most  remarkable  and  best  authenti- 
cated Stories  of  Apparitions,  Dreams, 
Second  Sight,  Table-Tuming,  and  Spirit- 
Rapping,  &c.    2  vols. 

HIND'S  Introduction  to  Astronomy. 

With  Vocabulary  of  the  Terms  in  present, 
use.     Numerous  Woodcuts.     35.  6d.    N.S. 

HOGG'S  ( Jabez)  Elements  of  Experi- 
mental and  Natural  Philosophy.  Being 
an  Easy  Introduction  to  the  Study  of 
Mechanics,  Pneumatics,  Hydrostatics, 
Hydraulics,  Acoustics,  Optics,  Caloric, 
Electricity,  Voltaism,  and  Magnetism. 
400  Woodcuts. 

HUMBOLDT'S   Cosmos;    or,  Sketch 

of  a  Physical  Description  of  the  Universe. 
Trans,  by  E.  C  Otte,  B.  H.  Paul,  and 
W.  S.  Dallas,  F.L.S.  Portrait.  5  vols. 
2,s.  6d.  each,  excepting  vol.  v.,  $s. 

— —  Personal  Narrative  of  his  Travels 
in  America  during  the  years  1799-1804. 
Trans.,  with  Notes,  by  T.  Ross.     3  vols. 

ViewTS  of  Nature ;  or.  Contem- 
plations of  the  Sublime  Phenomena  of 
Creation,  with  Scientific  Illustrations. 
Trans,  by  E.  C.  Otte. 

HUNT'S  (Robert)  Poetry  of  Science  ; 

or,  Studies  of  the  Physical  Phenomena  of 
Nature.  By  Robert  Hunt,  Professor  at 
the  School  of  Mines. 

JOYCE'S     Scientific    Dialogues.     A 

Familiar  Introduction  to  the  Arts  and 
Sciences.  For  Schools  and  Young  People. 
Numerous  Woodcuts. 

—  Introduction  to  the  Arts  and 
Sciences,  for  Schools  and  Young  People. 
Divided  into  Lessons  with  Examination 
QuestioHs.    Woodcuts.    3^.  td^ 


JUKES-BROWNE'S  Student's  Hand- 
book of  Physical  Geology.  By  A.  J. 
Jukes-Browne,  of  the  Geological  Survey  of 
England.  With  numerous  Diagrams  and 
Illustrations,  6^.     N,  S. 

The    Student's    Handbook    of 

Historical  Geology.  By  A.  J.  Jukes- 
Brown,  B.A.,  F.G.S.,  of  the  Geological 
Survey  of  England  and  Wales.  With 
numerous  Diagrams  and  Illustrations.  6s. 
N.S. 

KNIGHT'S  (Charles)  Knowledge  is 

Power.  A  Popular  Manual  of  Political 
Economy. 

LECTURES    ON    PAINTING    by   the 

Royal  Academicians,  Barry,  Opie,  Fuseli. 
With  Introductory  Essay  and  Notes  by 
R.  Wornum.    Portrait  of  Fuseli. 

LILLY.    Introduction  to  Astrology. 

With  a  Grammar  of  Astrology  and  Tables 
for  calculating  Nativities,  by  Zadkiel. 

MANTELL'S  (Dr.)  Geological  Ex- 
cursions through  the  Isle  of  Wight  and 
along  the  Dorset  Coast.  Numerous  Wood- 
cuts and  Geological  Map. 

— —  Petrifactions  and  their  Teach- 
ings. Handbook  to  the  Organic  Remains 
in  the  British  Museum.  Numerous  Wood- 
cuts.   6s. 

^yonders    of    Geology;    or,    a 

Familiar  Exposition  of  Geological  Pheno- 
mena. A  coloured  Geological  Map  of 
England,  Plates,  and  200  Woedcuts.  2 
vols.  7^.  6d.  each. 

MORPHY'S  Games  of  Chess,  being 

the  Matches  and  best  Games  played  by  the 
American  Champion,  with  explanatory  and 
analytical  Notes  by  J.  Lowenthal.  With 
short  Memoir  and  Portrait  of  Morphy. 

SCHOUW'S  Earth,  Plants,  and  Man. 

Popular  Pictures  of  Nature.  And  Ko- 
bell's  Sketches  from  the  Mineral  Kingdom. 
Trans,  by  A.  Henfrey,  F.R.S.  Coloured 
Map  of  the  Geography  of  Plants. 

SMITH'S  (Pye)  Geology  and  Scrip- 
ture ;  or,  the  Relation  between  the  Scriptures 
and  Geological  Science.     With  Memoir. 

STANLEY'S    Classified   Synopsis  of 

the  Principal  Painters  of  the  Dutch  and 
Flemish  Schools,  including  an  Account  of 
some  of  the  early  German  Masters.  By 
George  Stanley. 

STAUNTON'S  Chess-Player's  Hand- 
book. A  Popular  and^  Scientific  Intro- 
duction to  the  Game,  with  numerous  Dia- 
grams and  Coloured  Frontispiece.    N.S, 
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STAUNTON.— C^«jfz««^^. 

Chess  Praxis.    A  Supplement  to  the 

Chess-player's  Handbook.  Containing  the 
most  important  modern  Improvements  in 
the  Openings ;  Code  of  Chess  Laws  ;  and 
a  Selection  of  Morphy's  Games.  Annotated. 
636  pages.     Diagrams,     ts. 

Chess-Player's    Companion. 

Comprising  a  Treatise  on  Odds,  Collection 
of  Match  Games,  including  the  French 
Match  with  M.  St.  Amant,  and  a  Selection 
of  Original  Problems.  Diagrams  and  Co- 
loured Frontispiece. 

Chess    Tournament    of    1851. 

A  Collection  of  Games  played  at  this  cele- 
brated assemblage.  With  Introduction 
and  Notes.    Numerous  Diagrams. 


STOCKHARDT'S      Experimental 

Chemistry.  A  Handbook  for  the  Study 
of  the  Science  by  simple  Experiments. 
Edit,  by  C.  W.  Heaton,  F.C.S.  Nu- 
merous Woodcuts.    N.  S. 

URE'S  (Dr.  A.)  Cotton  Manufacture 

of  Great  Britain,  systematically  investi- 
gated ;  with  an  Introductory  View  of  its 
Comparative  State  in  Foreign  Countries. 
Revised  by  P.  L.  Simmonds.  150  Illus- 
trations.    2  vols. 

Philosophy    of   Manufactures, 

or  an  Exposition  of  the  Scientific,  Moral, 
and  Commercial  Economy  of  the  Factory 
System  of  Great  Britain.  Revised  by 
P.  L.  Simmonds.  Numerous  Figures. 
800  pages.     7^ .  (id. 


ECONOMICS   AND   FINANCE. 

GILBART'S  History,  Principles,  and  Practice  of  Banking.    Revised  to 
A.  S.  Michie,  of  the  Royal  Bank  of  Scotland.    Portrait  of  Gilbart.     2  vols.     los. 


:88i  by 
N.S. 


REFERENCE   LIBRARY. 

28  Volumes  at  Various  Prices,    (8/.  \os,per  set  J) 


BLAIR'S     Chronological     Tables. 

Comprehending  the  Chronology  and  His- 
tory of  the  World,  from  the  Earliest  Times 
to  the  Russian  Treaty  of  Peace,  April  1856. 
By  J .  W.  Rosse.     800  pages.     los. 

Index    of   Dates.      Comprehending 

the  principal  Facts  in  the  Chronology  and 
History  of  the  World,  from  the  Earliest  to 
the  Present,  alphabetically  arranged ;  being 
a  complete  Index  to  the  foregoing.  By 
J.  W.  Rosse.     2  vols.  5^.  each. 

BOHN'S    Dictionary  of  Quotations 

from  the  English  Poets.  4th  and  cheaper 
Edition.     6^. 

BUCHANAN'S  Dictionary  of  Science 

and  Technical  Terms  used  in  Philosophy, 
Literature,  Professions,  Commerce,  Arts, 
and  Trades.  By  W.  H.  Buchanan,  with 
Supplement.  Edited  by  Jas.  A.  Smith,  ts. 

CHRONICLES  OF  THE  TOMBS.     A 

Select  Collection  of  Epitaphs,  with  Essay 
on  Epitaphs  and  Observations  on  Sepul- 
chral Antiquities.  By  T.  J.  Pettigrew, 
F.R.S.,  F.S.A.     5J. 

CLARK'S    (Hugh)    Introduction    to 

Heraldry.  Revised  by  J.  R.  Planch6.  5^. 
950  Illustrations. 

—  With  the  Illustrations  colound,  iss. 
N.S. 


COINS,  Manual  of. —See  Humphreys. 

DATES,  Index  of.— See  Blair. 

DICTIONARY  of  Obsolete  and  Pro- 
vincial English.  Containing  Words  from 
English  Writers  previous  to  the  19th 
Century.  By  Thomas  Wright,  M.A., 
F.S.A.,  &c.     2  vols.  5^.  each. 

EPIGRAMMATISTS  (The).  A  Selec- 
tion from  the  Epigrammatic  Literature  of 
Ancient,  Mediaeval,  and  Modern  Times. 
With  Introduction,  Notes,  Observations, 
Illustrations,  an  Appendix  on  Works  con- 
nected with  Epigrammatic  Literature, 
by  Rev.  H.  Dodd,  M.A.    ts.    N.  S. 

GAMES,  Handbook  of.  Comprising 
Treatises  on  above  40  Games  of  Chance, 
Skill,  and  Manual  Dexterity,  including 
Whist,  Billiards,  &c.  ^  Edit,  by  Henry  G. 
Bohn.     Numerous  Diagrams.     5^.     N.  S. 

HENFREY'S     Guide    to     English 

Coins.  Revised  Edition,  by  C.  F.  Keary, 
M.A.,  F.S.A.  With  an  Historical  Intro- 
duction,   ts.    N.  S, 

HUMPHREYS/     Coin    Collectors' 

Manual.  An  Historical  Account  of  the 
Progress  of  Coinage  from  the  Earliest 
Time,  by  H.  N.  Humphreys.  140  Illus- 
trations.   2  vols.  SJ.  each.     N,  S. 


BOHJSrS  LIBRARIES, 


LOWNDES'  Bibliographer's  Manual 

of  English  Literature.  Containing  an  Ac- 
count of  Rare  and  Curious  Books  pub- 
lished in  or  relating  to  Great  Britain  and 
Ireland,  from  the  Invention  of  Printing, 
with  Biographical  Notices  and  Prices, 
by  W.  T.  Lowndes.  Parts  I.-X.  (A  to  Z\ 
3^.  dd.  each.  Part  XI.  (Appendix  Vol.), 
5^.  Or  the  ii  parts  in  4  vols.,  half 
morocco,  2/.  0.5. 

MEDICINE,  Handbook  of  Domestic, 

Popularly  Arranged.  By  Dr.  H.  Davies. 
700  pages.     5^. 

NOTED  NAMES  OY  FICTION. 
Dictionary  of.  Including  also  Familiar 
Pseudonyms,  Surnames  bestowed  on  Emi- 
nent Men,  &c.  By  W.  A.  Wheeler,  M.A. 
5^.    N.S 


POLITICAL     CYCLOPEDIA.      A 

Dictionary  of  Political,  Constitutiopial, 
Statistical,  and  Forensic  Knowledge  ; 
forming  a  Work  of  Reference  on  subjects 
of  Civil  Administration,  Political  Economy, 
Finance,  Commerce,  Laws,  and  Social 
Relations.     4  vols.  3^.  td.  each. 

PROVERBS,  Handbook  of.  Con- 
taining  an  entire  Republication  of  Ray's 
Collection,  with  Additions  from  Foreign 
Languages  and  Sayings,  Sentences, 
Maxims,  and  Phrases.     5^. 

A  Polyglot  of  Foreign.  Com- 
prising French,  Italian,  German,  Dutch, 
Spanish,  Portuguese,  and  Danish.  With 
English  Translations,     ^s. 

SYNONYMS  and    ANTONYMS;    or. 

Kindred  Words  and  their  Opposites,  Col- 
lected and  Contrasted  by  Ven.  C.  J. 
Smith,  M.A.     5^.    N.  S. 

WRIGHT  (Th.)— ^^^  Dictionary, 


— -  History  of  Tom  Jones,  a  Found- 
ling. Roscoe's  Edition.  Cruikshank's 
Illustrations.     2  vols.     N.  S. 


NOVELISTS'    LIBRARY. 

II  Volumes  at  35-.  6d.  each^  excepting  those  marked  otherwise.  (2/.  is.  6d.  per  set.) 

BURNEY'S     Evelina  ;      or,    a    Young        Tl'El.'D'mG.— Continued.' 
Lady's  Entrance  into  the  World.     By  F. 
Eurney  (Mme.  D'Arblay).    ■  With   Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  A.  R.  Ellis,  Author 
of  *  Sylvestra,'  &c.     N.  S. 

Cecilia.       With    Introduction    and 

Notes  by  A.  R.  Ellis.     2  vols.     N.  S. 

EBERS'  Egyptian  Princess.     Trans. 

by  Emma  Buchheim.     N.  S. 

FIELDING'S   Joseph   Andrews  and 

his  Friend  Mr.  Abraham  Adams.  With 
Roscoe's  Biography.  Cruikshank' s  Illus- 
trations.    N.  S. 

Amelia.     Roscoe's  Edition,  revised. 

Cruikshank" s  Illustrations,     ^s.    N.  S. 


GROSSI'S    Marco    Visconti. 

by  A.  F.  D.    N.  S. 


Trans. 


MANZONI.     The   Betrothed :    being 
a    Translation    of    '  I     Promessi     Sposi.' 
Numerous  Woodcuts,     i  vol.  (732  pages 
5^.     N.S. 

STOWE  (Mrs.  H.  B.)     Uncle  Tom's 

Cabin  ;  or.  Life  among  the  Lowly.     8  fuli- 
page  Illustrations.     iV.  S. 


ARTISTS'    LIBRARY. 

7  Volumes  at  Various  Prices.     (l/.  iSs.  6d.  per  set.) 


BELL  (Sir  Charles).     The  Anatomy 

and  Philosophy  of  Expression,  as  Con- 
nected with  the  Fine  Arts.     ss.     N.  S. 

DEMMIN.      History   of  Arms   and 

Armour  from  the  Earliest  Period.  By 
Auguste  Demmin.  Trans,  by  C.  C. 
Black,  M.A.,  Assistant  Keeper,  S.  K. 
Museum.   1900  Illustrations.   7^.  6d.   N.  S. 

FAIRHOLT'S  Costume  in  England. 

Third  Edition.     Enlarged  and  Revised  by 
the  Hon.   H.   A.   Dillon,    F.S.A.      With 
more  than  700  Engravings.     2  vols.   5^. 
each.     N.S. 
Vol.  I.  History.    VoL    I.  Glossary. 


FLAXMAN.    Lectures  on  Sculpture. 

With  Three  Addresses  to  the  R.A.  by  Sir 
R.  Westmacott,  R.A.,  and  Memoir  of 
Flaxman.  Portrait  and  53  Plates.   6^.  N.S. 

H EATON'S  Concise  History  of 
Painting.  [In  the  press. 

LEONARDO  DA  VINCFS  Treatise 
on  Painting.  Trans,  by  J.  F.  Rigaud,  R.A. 
With  a  Life  and  an  Account  of  his  Works 
by  J.  W.  Brown.  Numerous  Plates.  5^-. 
N.S. 

PLANCHE'S  History  of  British 
Costume,  from  the  Earliest  Time  to  the 
iQth  Century.  By  J.  R.  Planch6.  400 
Illustrations.     5^.    N.  S. 
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BOHN'S   CHEAP   SERIES, 

PRICE  ONE  SHILLING  EACH. 


A  Series  of  Co77ipIete  Stories  or  Essays,  mostly  reprinted  frojn  Vols, 

in  Bohn^s  Libraries,  and  neatly  bound  in  stiff  paper  cover^ 

with  cut  edges,  suitable  for  Railway  Reading, 


ASCHAM  {ROGER),-- 

SCHOLEMASTER.    By  PROFESSOR  Mayor. 

CARPENTER  {DR.   W.  B.).— 

PHYSIOLOGY     OF     TEMPERANCE     AND     TOTAL    AB- 
STINENCE. 

EMERSON.^ 

ENGLAND  AND  ENGLISH  CHARACTERISTICS.    Lectures 
on  the  Race,  Ability,  Manners,  Truth,  Character,  Wealth,  Religion,  &c.  &c. 

NATURE  :  An  Essay.     To  which  are  added  Orations,  Lectures 
and  Addresses. 

REPRESENTATIVE  MEN  :  Seven  Lectures  on  Plato,  Swe- 
DENBORG,  Montaigne,  Shakespeare,  Napoleon,  and  Goethe. 

TWENTY  ESSAYS  on  Various  Subjects. 
THE  CONDUCT  OF  LIFE. 

FRANKLIN  (BENfAMIN).— 

AUTOBIOGRAPHY.    Edited  by  J.  Sparks. 

HAWTHORNE  {NATHANIEL).— 

TWICE-TOLD  TALES.     Two  Vols,  in  One. 

SNOW  IMAGE,  and  other  Tales. 

SCARLET  LETTER. 

HOUSE  WITH  THE  SEVEN  GABLES. 

TRANSFORMATION  ;  or  the  Marble  Fawn.     Two  Parts. 

HAZLITT  (W.).— 

TABLE-TALK  :  Essays  on  Men  and  Manners.     Three  Parts. 

PLAIN    SPEAKER  :    Opinions   on  Books,    Men,    and    Things. 
Three  Parts. 

LECTURES  ON  THE  ENGLISH  COMIC  WRITERS. 

LECTURES  ON  THE  ENGLISH  POETS. 


^2  BOHN'S  CHEAP  SERIES, 

HAZLITT  {W,Y— Continued, 

LECTURES    ON   THE    CHARACTERS    OF   SHAKE- 
SPEARE'S PLAYS. 

LECTURES   ON   THE   LITERATURE  OF  THE  AGE  OF 
ELIZABETH,  chiefly  Dramatic. 

IR  VING  ( WASHINGTON),-^ 

LIFE  OF  MOHAMMED.    With  Portrait. 

LIVES  OF  SUCCESSORS  OF  MOHAMMED. 

LIFE  OF  GOLDSMITH. 

SKETCH-BOOK. 

TALES  OF  A  TRAVELLER. 

TOUR  ON  THE  PRAIRIES. 

CONQUESTS  OF  GRANADA  AND  SPAIN.    Two  Parts. 

LIFE  AND  VOYAGES  OF  COLUMBUS.    Two  Parts. 

COMPANIONS   OF   COLUMBUS :   Their  Voyages  and  Dis- 
coveries. 

ADVENTURES  OF  CAPTAIN  BONNEVILLE  in  the  Rocky 

Mountains  and  the  Far  West. 
KNICKERBOCKER'S  HISTORY  OF  NEW  YORK,  from  the 

Beginning  of  the  World  to  the  End  of  the  Dutch  Dynasty. 
TALES  OF  THE  ALHAMBRA. 

CONQUEST    OF    FLORIDA    UNDER    HERNANDO    DE 

SOTO. 

ABBOTSFORD  AND  NEWSTEAD  ABBEY. 

SALMAGUNDI;    or,    The    Whim -Whams   and    Opinions    of 
Launcelot  Langstaff,  Esq. 

BRACEBRIDGE  HALL  ;  or,  The  Humourists. 

ASTORIA ;  or,  Anecdotes  of  an  Enterprise  beyond  the  Rocky 

Mountains. 

WOLFERrS  ROOST,  and  Other  Tales. 

LAMB  (CHARLES),— 

ESSAYS  OF  ELIA.    With  a  Portrait. 
LAST  ESSAYS  OF  ELIA. 
ELIANA.    With  Biographical  Sketch. 

MARR  YA  T  (CAPTAIN), 

PIRATE  AND  THE  THREE  CUTTERS.    With  a  Memoir  of 
the  Author. 
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The  only  authorised  Edition  j  no  others  published  in  England  contain 

the  Derivations  and  Etymological  Notes  of  Dr,  Mahn^  who 

devoted  several  years  to  this  portion  of  the  Work, 

WEBSTER'S     DICTIONARY 

OF   THE    ENGLISH    LANGUAGE. 

Thoroughly  revised  and  improved  byCHAUNCEY  A.  Goodrich,  D.D.,  LL.D., 
and  Noah  Porter,  D.D.,  of  Yale  College. 


THE    GUINEA    DICTIONARY. 

New  Edition  [1880],  with  a  Supplement  of  upwards  of  4600  New  Words  and 

Meanings. 
1628  Pages.    3000  Illustrations. 

The  features  of  this  volume,  which  render  it  perhaps  the  most  useful 
Dictionary  for  general  reference  extant,  as  it  is  undoubtedly  one  of  the  cheapest 
books  ever  published,  are  as  follows  : — 

1.  Completeness. — It  contains  114,000  words. 

2.  Accuracy  of  Definition. 

3.  Scientific  and  Technical  Terms. 

4.  Etymology. 

5.  The  Orthography  is  based,  as  far  as  possible,  on  Fixed  Principles. 

6.  Pronunciation. 

7.  The  Illustrative  Citations. 

8.  The  Synonyms. 

9.  The  Illustrations,  which  exceed  3000. 

Cloth,  2IJ. ;  half-bound  in  calf,  30J. ;  calf  or  half  russia,  3IJ.  6^.;  russia,  2/. 


With  New  Biographical  Appendix^  containing  over  9700  Names. 

THE  complete    DICTIONARY 

Contains,  in  addition  to  the  above  matter,  several  valuable  Literary  Appendices, 

and  70  extra  pages  of  Illustrations,  grouped  and  classified. 

I  vol.  1919  pages,  cloth,  3IJ.  6r/. 

•  Certainly  the  best  practical  English  Dictionary  extant.  '—Quarterly  Review,  1873. 
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BOHN'S     SELECT     LIBRARY 

OF 

STANDARD     ^WORKS. 


The  texts  in  all  cases  will  be  printed  without  abridgment,  and 
where  Introductions,  Biographical  Notices  and  Notes,  are  likely 
to  be  of  use  to  the  Student,  they  will  be  given.  The  volumes, 
well  printed  and  on  good  paper,  will  be  issued  at  is.  in  paper 
covers,  and  is.  6d.  in  cloth. 

NOW  READY. 

1.  Bacon's  Essays.    With  Introduction  and  Notes. 

2.  Lessing's  Laokoon.     Beasley's  Translation,  revised,  with  Intro- 

duction, Notes,  &c.,  by  Edward  Bell,  M.A. 

3.  Dante's  Inferno.     Translated,  with  Notes,  by  Rev.  H.  F.  Gary. 

4.  Goethe's   Faust.     Part  I.     Translated,   with    Introduction,  by 

Anna  Swanwick. 

5.  Goethe's   Boyhood.     Being    Part    I.    of   the    Autobiography. 

Translated  by  J.  Oxenford. 

6.  Schiller's  Mary  Stuart  and  The  Maid  of  Orleans.  Trans- 

lated by  J.  Mellish  and  Anna  Swanwick. 

7.  The  Queen's  English.    By  the  late  Dean  Alford. 

8.  Life  and  Labours  of  the  late  Thomas  Brassey.     By  Sir 

A.  Helps,  K.C.B. 

9.  Plato's  Dialogue's:  TheApology—Crito—Phaedo— Protagoras. 

With  Introductions. 

10.  Moliere's  Plays:  The  Miser— Tartuffe— The  Shopkeeper  turned 

Gentleman.     With  brief  Memoir. 

11.  Goethe's  Reineke  Fox,  in  Enghsh  Hexameters.     By  A.  Rogers. 

12.  Oliver  Goldsmith's  Plays. 

13.  Lessing's  Plays  :  Nathan  the  Wise— Minna  von  Barnhelm. 

14.  Plautus's  Comedies:  Trinummus  —  Menaechmi  —  Aululeria  — 

Captivi. 

To  be  followed  at  intervals  of  a  fortnight  by 
The  Battle  Days  of  Waterloo.      The  Vicar  of  Wakefield. 


Pauli's  Life  of  Oliver  Crom- 
well. 

Sterne's    Sentimental 
Journey. 


Sheridan's  Plays. 

Pauli's  Life  of  Alfred  the 

Great. 
Hauff's  Caravan. 
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